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INTRODUCTION

THE Book of Heroes should never be separated from
the Book of Heroines; they are the two parts of that
story of courage, service and achievement which is the
most interesting and inspiring chapter in the history of
human kind in this wonderful world of ours. When-
ever and wherever there has appeared a hero, a heroine
has almost always worked with or for him; for heroic and
noble deeds are rarely done without some kind of cooper-
ation. Now and then, it is true, single acts of daring
stand out alone; but, as a rule, the hero gains his end
because other men or women stand beside him in times
of great peril. William the Silent could not have made
his heroic defence of the Low Countries against the
armies of Spain if men of heroic temper and women of
indomitable courage had not been about him in those
terrible years; Washington could not have converted a
body of farmers into an organized and disciplined army
if he had not been aided by the skill of drill masters like
Steuben; nor could Lieutenant Peary make brilliant
dashes for the North Pole if other men did not join him
in his perilous expeditions. The hero is generally a
leader of heroes, as a great general is a leader of soldiers
who carry out his plans in hourly jeopardy of limb and
life.

It is a mistake to think of heroes as rare and exceptional
men; the world is full of those who take their lives in
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viii Heroines Every Child Should Know

their hands every day and think nothing about it; or, if
they think of it at all, think of it, as Mr. Kipling would
say, as part of the day’s work. It is almost impossible
to open a daily newspaper without coming upon some
story of daring by some obscure man or woman. The
record of a fire department is usually a continuous regis-
ter of the brave deeds done by those who receive very
small pay for a very dangerous service to their fellows,
It is not necessary to go back to the days of chivalry or
to open the histories of great wars to find a hero; he
lives in every street, works in every profession and
never thinks that he is doing anything unusual or im-
pressive. There are many stories of heroic deeds and
men, but these are as nothing compared with the un-
written stories of brave and chivalrous people whose
lives are full of courage, self-denial and sacrifice, but of
whom no public reports are ever made.

_It has taken three centuries to explore and settle this
country, and there are still parts of it in which those who
live face the perils and hardships of pioneers. Ever
since the war of the Revolution the skirmish line of
civilisation has moved steadily forward from the Atlantic
to the Pacific; and every man who has carried a rifle or
an axe, who has defended his home against Indians or
cut down trees, made a clearing, built a rude house
and turned the prairie or the land taken from the forest
into a farm, has had something of the hero in him. He
has often been selfish, harsh and unjust; but he has
been daring, full of endurance and with a capacity for
heroic work; But he has never been alone; we see him
always as he faces his foes or bears the strain of his
work: we often forget that there was as much courage
in the log house as on the firing line at the edge of the
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forest, and that the work indoors was harder in many
ways than the work out of doors and far less varied and
inspiriting. If we could get at the facts we should find
that there have been more heroines than heroes in the
long warfare of the race against foes within and without,
and that the courage of women has had far less to stim-
ulate it in dramatic or picturesque conditions or crises.
It is much easier to make a perilous charge in full day-
light, with flying banners and the music of bugles ring-
ing across the field, than to hold a lonely post, in solitude
at midnight, against a stealthy and unseen enemy.

Boys do not need to be taught to admire the bold
rush on the enemies’ position, the brilliant and audacious
passage through the narrow channel under the guns of
masked batteries, the lonely march into Central Africa,
the dash to the North Pole; they do need to be taught
the heroism of those who give the hero his sword and
then go home to wait for his return; who leave the
stockade unarmed and, under a fire of poisoned arrows,
run to the springs for water for a thirsting garrison;
who quietly stay at their posts and as quietly die without
the inspiration of dramatic achievement or of the heart-
felt applause of spectators; who bear. heavy burdens
without a chance to drop or ¢hange them; who are
heroically patient under blighting disappointments and
are loyal to those who are disloyal to them; who bear
terrible wrongs in silence, and conceal the cowardice of
those they love and cover their retreat with a smiling
courage which is the very soul of the pathos of unavailing
beroism and undeserved failure.

From the days of Esther, Judith and Antigone to
those of Florence Nightingale, women have shown every
kind of courage that men have shown, faced every kind
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of peril that men have braved, divided with men the
dangers and hardships of heroism but have never had an
equal share of recognition and applause. So far as they
are concerned this lack of equal public reward has been
of small consequence; the best of them have not only not
cared for it, but have shunned it. It is well to remember
that the noblest heroes have never sought applause;
and that popularity is much more dangerous to heroes
than the foes they faced or the savage conditions they
mastered in the splendid hour of daring achievement.
Many heroes have been betrayed by popularity into
vanity and folly and have lost at home the glory they
won abroad. Heroic women have not cared for public
recognition and do not need it; but it is of immense
importance to society that the ideals of heroism should
be high and true, and that the soldier and the explorer
should not be placed above those whose achievements
have been less dramatic, but of a finer quality. The
women who have shown heroic courage, heroic patience,
" heroic purity and heroic devotion outrank the men whose
deeds have had their inspiration in physical bravery,
who have led splendid charges in full view of the world,
who have achieved miracles of material construction in
canal or railroad, or the reclaiming of barbarous lands to
the uses of ciyilization. In a true scale of heroic living
and doing women must be counted more heroic than
men. :
A writer of varied and brilliant talent and of a generous
and gallant spirit was asked at a dinner table, one even-
ing not many years ago, why no women appeared in his
stories. He promptly replied that he admired pluck
above all other qualities, that he was timid by nature
and had won courage at the point of danger, and cared
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for it as the most splendid of manly qualities. There
happened to be a woman present who bore the name
of one of the most daring men of the time, and who
knew army life intimately. She made no comment and
offered’ no objection to the implication of the eminent
writer’s incautious statement; but presently she began,
in a very quiet tone, to describe the incidents of her
experience in army posts and on the march, and every
body listened intently as she went on narrating story
after story of the pluck and indifference to danger of
women on the frontier posts and, in some instances, on
the march. The eminent writer remained silent, but
the moment the woman withdrew from the table he was
eager to know who the teller of these stories of heroism
was and how she had happened upon such remarkable
experiences; and it was noted that a woman appeared in
his next novel!

The stories in this volume have been collected from
many sources in the endeavour to illustrate the wide
range of heroism in the lives of brave and noble women,
and with the hope that these records of splendid or quiet
courage will open the eyes of young readers to the many
forms which heroism wears, and furnish a more spiritual
scale of heroic qualities.

HamrrtoN W. MABIE.
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CHILDREN'S ROOM,

HEROINES EVERY CHILD
SHOULD KNOW

I
ALCESTIS

SCLEPIUS, the son of Apollo, being a mighty
physician, raised men from the dead. But
Zeus was wroth that a man should have such power,
and so make of no effect the ordinance of the gods.
Wherefore he smote Asclepius with a thunderbolt and
slew him. And when Apollo knew this, he slew the
Cyclopés that had made the thunderbolts for his father
Zeus, for men say that they make them on their forges
that are in the mountain of Etna.
Zeus suffered not this deed to go unpunished, but
passed this sentence on his son Apollo, that he should
serve a mortal man for the space of a whole year. Where-

fore, for all that he was a god, he kept the sheep of - -

Admetus, who was the Prince of Phere in Thessa,ly‘;'j

And Admetus knew not that he was a god; but, peyer £

theless, being a just man, dealt truly with him.’ *:

And it came to pass after this that Admetus was smk
unto death. But Apollo gained this grace for him of
the Fates (who order of life and death for mén); that he
should live, if only he could find some one who should
be willing to die in his stead. And he went- to"3Hl his

3 I,
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kinsmen and friends and asked this thing of them, but

found no one that was willing so to die; only Alcestis his

wife was willing.

And when the day was come on the which it was
appointed for her to die, Death came that he might
fetch her. And when he was come, he found Apollo
walking to and for before the palace of King Admetus,
having his bow in his hand. And when Death saw him,
he said:

“What doest thou here, Apollo? Is it not enough
for thee to have kept Admetus from his doom? Dost
thou keep watch and ward over this woman with thine
arrows and thy bow?”

" “Fear not,” the god made answer, “I have justice

on my side.”

“If thou hast justice, what need of thy bow?”

“’T is my wont to carry it.”

“Ay, and it is thy wont to help this house beyond all
right and law.”

“Nay, but I was troubled at the sorrows of one that
I loved, and helped him.”

“I know thy cunning speech and fair ways; but this
woman thou shalt not take from me.”

“But consider; thou canst have but one life. Wilt

: .:thou not take another in her stead?”
'."Her and no other will I have, for my honour is
the gwt:r when I take the young.”. -

"y I’know thy temper, hated both of gods and of men.
But .there cometh a guest to this house, whom Eurys-
theus sendeth to the snowy plains of Thrace, to fetch
the hdrses of Diomed. Haply he shall persuade thee
agatnst “thy will.”

“&Iz what thou wilt; it shall avail nothing. And now

*
.~.ou
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Igoto cut off a lock of her hair, for I take these first-fruits
of them that die.”

In the meantime, within the palace, Alcestis prepared
herself for death. And first she washed her body with
pure water from the river, and then she took from her
coffer of cedar her fairest apparel, and adorned herself
therewith. Then, being so arranged, she stood before
the hearth and prayed, saying:

“0O Queen Heré, behold! I depart this day. Do
thou therefore keep my children, giving to this one a
noble husband and to that a loving wife.”

And all the altars that were in the house she visited
in like manner, crowning them with myrtle leaves and
praying at them. Nor did she weep at all, or groan, or
grow pale. But at the last, when she came tb her
chamber, she cast herself upon the bed and kissed it,

(rying:

“I hate thee not, though I die for thee, giving myself
for my husband. And thee another wife shall possess,
Bot more true than I am, but, maybe, more fortunate!”

And after she had left the chamber, she turned to it
3gin and again with many tears.

And all the while her children clung to her garments,
and she took them up in her arms, the one first and then
the other, and kissed them. And all the servants that
were in the house bewailed their mistress, nor did she
fall to reach her hand to each of them greeting him.
There was not one of them so vile but she spake to him
and was spoken to again.

After this, when the hour was now come when
she must die, she cried to her husband (for he held her
in his arms, as if he would have stayed her that she
should not depdrt):

s
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“I see the boat of the dead, and Charon standing
with his hand upon the pole, who calleth me, saying,
‘Hasten; thou delayest us’; and then again, ‘A winged
messenger of the dead looketh at me from under his dark
eyebrows, and would lead me away. Dost thou not see
him?’” -

Then, after this, she seemed now ready to die, yet

" again she gathered strength, and said to the King:

“Listen, and I will tell thee before I die what I would
have thee do. Thou knowest hew I have given my life
for thy life. For when I might have lived, and had for
my husband any prince of Thessaly that I would, and
dwelt here in wealth and royal state, yet could I not
endure to be widowed of thee and that thy children
should be fatherless. Therefore I spared not myself,
though thy father and mother betrayed thee. But the
gods have ordered all this after their own pleasure. So
be it. Do thou therefore make this recompense,
which indeed thou owest to me, for what will not 2 man
give for his life? Thou lovest these children even as I
love them. Suffer them then to be rulers in this house,
and bring not a stepmother over them who shall hate
them and deal with them unkindly. A son, indeed,
hath a tower of strength in his father. But, O my
daughter, how shall it fare with thee, for thy mother
will not give thee in marriage, nor be with thee, com-
forting thee when a mother most showeth kindness and
love. And now farewell, for I die this day. And thou,
too, farewell, my husband. Thou losest a true wife,
and ye, too, my children, a true mother.”

Then Admetus made answer:

“Fear not, it shall be as thou wilt. I could not find
other wife fair and well born and true as thou. Never
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more shall I gather revellers in my palace, or crown my
head with garlands, or hearken to the voice of music.
Never shall I touch the harp or sing to the Libyan flute.
And some cunning craftsman shall make an image
fashioned like unto thee, and this I will hold in my
arms and think of thee. Cold comfort indeed, yet that
shall ease somewhat of the burden of my soul. But oh!
that I had the voice and melody of Orpheus, for then had
I gone down to Hell and persuaded the Queen thereof
or her husband with my song to let thee go; nor would
the watch-dog of Pluto, nor Charon that ferrieth the
dead, have hindered me but that I had brought thee to
the light. But do thou wait for me there, for there will
I dwell with thee; and when I die they shall lay me by
thy side, for never was wife so true as thou.”

Then said Alcestis:

“Take these children as a gift from me, and be as a
mother to them.”

“O me!” he cried, “what shall I do, being bereaved
of thee ?”

And she said:

-“Time will comfort thee; the dead are as nothing.”

But he said:

“Nay, but let me depart with thee.”

But the Queen made answer:

“'T is enough that I die in thy stead.”

And when she had thus spoken she gave up the ghost.

Then the King said to the old men that were gathered
together to comfort him: )

“I will see to this burial. And do ye sing a hymn as
is meet to the god of the dead. And to all my people I
make this decree; that they mourn for this woman, and
dothe themselves in black, and shave their heads, and
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that such as have horses cut off their manes, and that
there be not heard in the city the voice of the flute or the
sound of the harp for the space of twelve months.”

Then the old men sang the hymn as they had been
bidden. And when they had finished, it befell that
Hercules, who was on a journey, came to the palace and
asked whether King Admetus was sojourning there.

And the old men answered:

‘“'Tis even so, Hercules. But what, I pray thee,
bringeth thee to this land?”’

“I am bound on an errand for King Eurystheus;
even to bring back to him horses of King Diomed.”

“How wilt thou do this? Dost thou not know this
Diomed?”

“T know naught of him, nor of his land.”

“Thou wilt not master him or his horses without
blows.”

“Even so, yet I may not refuse the tasks that are set
to me.” '

“Thou art resolved then to do this thing or to die?”

“Ay; and this is not the first race that I have run.”

“Thou wilt not easily bridle these horses.”

“Why not? They breathe not fire from their nos-
trils.”

“No, but they devour the flesh of men.”

“What sayestthou? This is the food of wild beasts,
not of horses.”

“Yet ’tis true. Thou wilt see their mangers foul
with blood.” :

“ And the master of these steeds, whose son is he?”

“He is son of Ares, lord of the land of Thrace.”

“Now this is a strange fate and a hard that maketh
me fight ever with the sons of Ares, with Lycaon first,
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and with Cycnus next,and now with this King Diomed.
But none shall ever see the son of Alcmena trembling
before an enemy.”

And now King Admetus came forth from the palace.
And when the two had greeted one another, Hercules
would fain know why the King had shaven his hair as
one that mourned for the dead. And the King answered
that he was about to bury that day one that was dear
to him,

And when Hercules inquired yet further who this
might be, the King said that his children were well, and
his father also, and his mother. But of his wife he
answered so that Hercules understood not that he spake
of her. For he said that she was a stranger by blood,
yet near in friendship, and that she had dwelt in his
house, having been left an orphan of her father. Never-
theless Hercules would have departed and found enter-
tainment elsewhere, for he would not be troublesome to
bis host. But the King suffered him not. And to the
servant that stood by he said:

“Take thou this guest to the guest-chamber; and see
that they that have charge of these matters set abun-
dance of food before him. And take care that ye shut
the doors between the chambers and the palace; for it
is not meet that the guest at his meal should hear the
ay of them that mourn.”

And when the old men would know why the King,
baving so great a trouble upon him, yet entertained a
guest, he made answer:

“Would ye have commended me the more if I had
caused him to depart from this house and this city?
For my sorrow had not been one whit the less, and I
had lost the praise of hospitality. And a right worthy
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host is he to me if ever I chance to visit the land of
Argos.”

And now they had finished all things for the burying
of Alcestis, when the old man Pheres, the father of the
King, approached, and servants came with him bearing
robes and crowns and other adornments wherewith to
do honour to the dead. And when he was come over
against the bier whereon they laid the dead woman, he
spake to the King, saying:

“I am come to mourn with thee, my son, for thou
hast lost a noble wife. Only thou must endure, though
this indeed is a hard thing. But take these adornments,
for it is meet that she should be honoured who died for
thee, and for me also, that I should not go down to the
grave childless.” And to the dead he said, “Fare thee
well, noble wife, that hast kept this house from falling.
May it be well with thee in the dwellings of the dead!”

But the King answered him in great wrath:

“J did not bid thee to this burial, nor shall this dead
woman be adorned with gifts of thine. Who art thou
that thou shouldest bewail her? Surely thou art not
father of mine. For being come to extreme old age,
yet thou wouldst not die for thy son, but sufferedst this
woman, being a stranger in blood, to die for me. Her,
therefore, I count father and mother also. Yet this
had been a noble deed for thee, seeing that the span of
life that was left to thee was short. And I, too, had not
been left to live out my days thus miserably, bereaved
of her whom I loved. Hast thou not had all happiness,
thus having lived in kingly power from youth to age?
And thou wouldst have left a son to come after thee,
that thy house should not be spoiled by thine enemies.
Have I not always done due reverence to thee and to
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my mother? And, lo! this is the recompense that ye

make me. Wherefore I say to thee, make haste and
raise other sons who may nourish thee in thy old age,
and pay thee due honour when thou art dead, for I will
pot bury thee. To thee I am dead.”

Then the old man spake: -

“Thinkest thou that thou art driving some Lydian
and Phrygian slave that hath been bought with money,
and forgettest that I am a freeborn man of Thessaly, as
my father was freeborn before me? I reared thee to
rule this house after me; but to die for thee, that I owed
thee not. ‘This is no custom among the Greeks that a
father should die for his son. To thyself thou livest or
diest. All that was thy due thou hast received of me;
the kingdom over many people, and, in due time,
broad lands which I also received of my father. How
bave I wronged thee? Of what have I defrauded thee?
Task thee not to die for me; and I die not for thee. Thou
lovest to behold this light. Thinkest thou that thy father
loveth it not? For the years of the dead are very long;
bat the days of the living are short yet sweet withal.
Bat I say to thee that thou hast fled from thy fate in
| sameless fashion, and hast slain this woman. Yea, a
wman hath vanquished thee, and yet thou chargest
' cowardice against me. In truth, ’tis a wise device of
thine that thou mayest live forever, if marrying many
times, thou canst still persuade thy wife to die for thee.
Be silent, then, for shame’s sake; and if thou lovest life,
rmember that others love it also.”

So King Admetus and his father reproached each
oher with many unseemly words. And when the old
mn had departed, they carried forth Alcestis to her
berial.
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But when they that bare the body had departed,
there came in the old man that had the charge of the
guest-chambers, and spake, saying:

“I have seen many guests that have come from all the
lands under the sun to this palace of Admetus, but
never have I given entertainment to such evil guest as
this. For first, knowing that my lord was in sore trouble
and sorrow, he forebore not to enter these gates. And
then he took his entertainment in most unseemly
fashion; for if he lacked aught he would call loudly for
it; and then, taking a great cup wreathed with leaves of
ivy in his hands, he drank of red wine untempered with
water. And when the food had warmed him, he
crowned his head with myrtle boughs, and sang in the
vilest fashion. Then might one hear two melodies,
this fellow’s songs, which he sang without thought for
the troubles of my lord and the lamentation wherewith
we servants lamented our mistress. But we suffered
not this stranger to see our tears, for so my lord had
commanded. Surely this is a grievous thing that I
must entertain this stranger, who surely is some thief
or robber. And meanwhile they have taken my mis-
tress to her grave, and I followed not after her, nor
reached my hand to her, that was as a mother to all that
dwell in this place.”

When the man had so spoken, Hercules came forth
from the guest-chamber, crowned with myrtle, and his
face flushed with wine. And he cried to the servant,
saying: ,

““Ho, there! why lookest thou so solemn and full of
care? Thou shouldst not scowl on thy guest after this
fashion, being full of some sorrow that concerns thee
not nearly. Come hither, and I will teach thee to be
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wiser. Knowest thou what manner of thing the life of
a man is? I trow not. Hearken therefore. There
isnot a man who knoweth what a day may
bring forth. Therefore I say to thee: Make glad thy
heart; eat, drink, count the day that now is to be thine
own, but all else to be doubtful. As for all other things,
let them be, and hearken to my words. Put away this
great grief that lieth upon thee, and enter into this
chamber. Right soon shall I ease thee of these gloomy
thoughts. As thou art a man, be wise after the fashion
of a man; for to them that are of a gloomy countenance,
life, if only I judge rightly, is not life but trouble only.”

Then the servant answered:

“All this I know; but we have fared so ill in this house
that mirth and laughter ill beseem us.”

“But they tell me that this dead woman was a
stranger. Why shouldst thou be so troubled, seeing
that they who rule this house yet live?”

“How sayest thou that they live? Thou knowest not
what trouble we endure.”

“I know it, unless thy lord strangely deceived me.”

“My lord is given to hospitality.”

“And should it hinder him that there is some
stranger dead in the house?”

“A stranger, sayest thou? ’Tispassing strange to
call her thus.” '

“Hath thy lord then suffered some sorrow that he
told thee not?’

“Even so, or I had not loathed to see thee at thy
revels, Thou seest this shaven hair and these black
Tobes.” .

“What then? Who is dead? One of thy lord’s
children, or the old man, his father?”
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‘“‘Stranger, 't is the wife of Admetus that is dead.”

““What sayest thou? And yet he gave me entertain-
ment?”

“Yea, for he would not, for shame, turn thee from
his house.”

““O miserable man, what a helpmeet thou hast lost!”

“Ay, and we are all lost with her.”

“Well I knew it; for I saw the tears in his eyes, and
his head shaven, and his sorrowful regard; but he
deceived me, saying that the dead woman was a stranger.
Therefore did I enter the doors and make merry, and
crown myself with garlands, not knowing what had
befallen my host. But, come, tell me; where doth he
bury her? Where shall I find her?”

“Follow straight along the road that leadeth to
Larissa, and thou shalt see her tomb in the outskirts of
the city.”

Then said Hercules to himself:

“O my heart, thou hast dared many great deeds
before this day; and now most of all must I show myself
a true son of Zeus. Now will I save this dead woman
Alcestis, and give her back to her husband, and make
due recompense to Admetus. I will go, therefore, and
watch for this black-robed king, even Death. Me-
thinks I shall find him nigh unto the tomb, drinking the
blood of the sacrifices. There will I lie in wait for him,
and run upon him, and throw my arms about him, nor
shall anyone deliver him out of my hands, till he have
given up to me this woman. But if it chance that I find
‘him not there, and he come not to the feast of blood, I
will go down to the Queen of Hell, to the land where
the sun shineth not, and beg her of the Queen; and
doubtless she will give her to me, that I may give her to
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her husband. Right nobly did he entertain me, and
drave me not from his house, for all that he had been
stricken by such sorrow. Is there a man in Thessaly,
nay in the whole land of Greece, that is such a lover of
hospitality? I trow not. Noble is he, and he shall
know that he is no ill friend to whom he hath done this
thing.”

So Hercules went his way. And when he was gone
Admetus came back from the burying of his wife, a
great company following him, of whom the elders
sought to comfort him in his sorrow. And when he
was come to the gates of his palace he cried:

‘““How shall I enter thee? how shall I dwell in thee?
Once I came within thy gates with many pine-torches
from Pelion, and the merry noise of the marriage song,
holding in my hand the hand of her that is dead; and
after us followed a troop that magnified her and me, so
noble a pair we were. And now with wailing instead
of marriage songs, and garments of black for white
wedding robes, I go to my desolate couch.”

But while he yet lingered before the palace Hercules
came back, leading with him a woman that was covered
with a veil. And when he saw the King, he said:

“Ihold it well to speak freely to one thatis a friend,
and that a man should not hide a grudge in his heart.
Hear me, therefore. Though I was worthy to be counted
thy friend, yet thou saidst not that thy wife lay dead in
thy house, but suffered me to feast and make merry.
For this, therefore, I blame thee. And now I will tell
thee why I am returned. I pray thee, keep this woman
against the day when I shall come back from the land of
Thrace, bringing the horses of King Diomed. And if
it should fare ill with me, let her abide here and serve
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thee. Not without toil came she into my hands. I
found as I went upon my way that certain men had
ordered contests for wrestlers and runners, and the
like. Now for them that had the pregéminence in lesser
things there were horses for prizes; and for the greater, as
wrestling and boxing, a reward of oxen, to which was
added this woman. And now I would have thee keep
her, for which thing, haply, thou wilt one day thank me.”

To this the King answered:

“I thought no slight when I hid this truth from thee.
Only it would have been for me sorrow upon sorrow
if thou hadst gone to the house of another. But as for
this woman, I would have thee ask this thing of some
prince of Thessaly that hath not suffered such grief as I.
In Pherz here thou hast many friends; but I could not
look upon her without tears. Add not then this new
trouble. And also how could she, being young, abide
in my house, for young I judge her to be? And of a
truth, lady, thou art very like in shape and stature to
my Alcestis that is dead. I pray you, take her from my
sight, for she troubleth my heart, and my tears run

. over with beholding her.”

Then said Hercules:

“Would I had such strength that I could bring back
thy wife from the dwellings of the dead, and put her in
thy hands.”

“I know thy good will, but what profiteth it? No
man may bring back the dead.”

“Well, time will soften thy grief, which yet is new.”

“Yea, if by time thou meanest death.”

“But a new wife will comfort thee.” ;

““Hold thy peace; such a thing cometh not into my
thoughts.”
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“What? wilt thou always keep this widowed state?”

“Never shall woman more be wife of mine.”

“What will this profit her that is dead?”

“I know not, yet had I sooner die than be false to
her.”

“Yet I would have thee take this woman into thy
house.”

“Ask it not of me, I entreat thee, by thy father Zeus.”

“Thou wilt lose much if thou wilt not do it.”

“And if I do it I shall break my heart.”

‘“Haply some day thou wilt thank me; only be per-
suaded.” v

““Be it so; they shall take the woman into the house.”

“I would not have thee entrust her to thy servants.”

“If thou so thinkest, lead her in thyself.”

¢Nay, but I would give her into thy hands.”

¢T touch her not, but my house she may enter.”

T is only to thy hand I entrust her.”

“O King, thou compellest me to this against my
wnl.”

¢Stretch forth thy hand and touch her.”

“I touch her as I would touch the Gorgon’s head.”

¢ Hast thou hold of her?”

“I have hold.”

¢Then keep her safe, and say that the son of Zeus is
a noble friend. See if she be like thy wife; and change
thy sorrow for joy.”

And when the King looked, lo! the veiled woman was
Alcestis his wife.



I
ANTIGONE

T BEFELL in times past that the gods, being angry
with the inhabitants of Thebes, sent into thei
land a very noisome beast which men called the
Sphinx. Now this beast had the face and breast of a fair
woman, but the feet and claws of a lion; and it was wont
to ask a riddle of such as encountered it; and such as
answered not aright it would tear and devour.

When it had laid waste the land many days, there
chanced to come to Thebes one (Edipus, who had fled
from the city of Corinth that he might escape the doom
which the gods had spoken against him. And the men
of the place told him of the Sphinx, how she cruelly
devoured the people, and that he who should deliver
them from her should have the kingdom. So (Edipus,
being very bold, and also ready of wit, went forth tc
meet the monster., And when she saw him she spake,
saying:

“Read m this riddle right, or die:
What liveth there beneath the sky,
Four-footed creature that doth choose
Now three feet and now twain to use,

And still more feebly o’er the plain
Walketh with three feet than with twain?*

And Edipus made reply:
T is man, who in life’s early day
Four-footed crawleth on his way;
18
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‘When time hath made his strength complete,
Upright his form and twain his feet;

‘When age hath bowed him to the ground

A third foot in his staff is found.”

And when the Sphinx found that her riddle was an-
swered, she cast herself from a high rock and perished.

For a while (Edipus reigned in great power and glory;
but afterwards in madness he put out his own eyes.
Then his two sons cast him into prison, and took his
kingdom, making agreement between themselves that
each should reign for the space of one year. And the
elder of the two, whose name was Eteocles, first had
the kingdom; but when his year was come to an end,
he would not abide by his promise, but kept that
which he should have given up, and drave out his
younger brother from the city. Then the younger,
whose name was Polynices, fled to Argos, to King
Adrastus. And after a while he married the daughter
of the King, who made a covenant with him that he
would bring him back with a high hand to Thebes, and
set him orr the throne of his father. Then the King sent
messengers to certain of the princes of Greece, entreat-
ing that they would help in this matter. And of these
some would not, but others hearkened to his words, so
that a great army was gathered together and followed
the King and Polynices to make war against Thebes.
So they came and pitched their camp over against the
dty. And after they had been there many days, the
battle grew fierce about the wall. But the chiefest
fight was between the two brothers, for the two came
together in an open space before the gates. And first
Polynices prayed to Heré, for she was the goddess of
the great city of Argos, which had helped him in this
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enterprise, and Eteocles prayed to Pallas of the Golden
Shield, whose temple stood hard by. Then they
crouched, each covered with his shield, and holding his
spear in his hand, if by chance his enemy should give
occasion to smite him; and if one showed so much as an
eye above the rim of his shield the other would strike at
him. But after a while King Eteocles slipped upon a
stone that was under his foot, and uncovered his leg,
at which straightway Polynices took aim with his spear,
piercing the skin. But so doing he laid his own
shoulder bare, and King Eteocles gave him a wound in
the breast. He brake his spear in striking, and would
have fared ill but that with a great stone he smote the
spear of Polynices, and brake this also in the middle.
And now were the two equal, for each had lost his spear.
So they drew their swords and came yet closer together.
But Eteocles used a device which he had learnt in the
land of Thessaly; for he drew his left foot back, as if he
would have ceased from the battle, and then of a sudden
moved the right forward; and so smiting sideways, drave
his sword right through the body of Polynices. But
when thinking that he had slain him he set his weapons
in the earth, and began to spoil him of his arms, the
other, for he yet breathed a little, laid his hand upon his
sword, and though he had scarce strength to smite, yet
gave the King a mortal blow, so that the two lay dead
together on the plain. And the men of Thebes lifted
up the bodies of the dead, and bare them both into the
city.

When these two brothers, the sons of King (Edipus,
had fallen each by the hand of the other, the kingdom
fell to Creon their uncle. For not only was he the next
of kin to the dead, but also the people held him in great



Antigone 21

honour because his son Menceceus had offered himself
with a willing heart that he might deliver his city from
captivity.

Now when Creon was come to the throne, he made a
proclamation about the two princes, commanding that
they should bury Eteocles with all honour, seeing that
he died as beseemed a good man and a brave, doing
battle for his country, that it should not be delivered
into the hands of the enemy; but as for Polynices he bade
them leave his body to be devoured by the fowls of the
air and the beasts of the field, because he had joined
himself to the enemy, and would have beaten down the
walls of the city, and burned the temples of the gods
with fire, and led the people captive. Also he com-
manded that if any man should break this decree he
should suffer death by stoning.

Now Antigone, who was sister to the two princes,
heard that the decree had gone forth, and chancing to
meet her sister Ismené before the gates of the palace,
spake to her, saying:

““O my sister, hast thou heard this decree that the King
hath put forth concerning our brethren that are dead?”

Then Ismené made answer: “I have heard nothing
my sister, only that we are bereaved of both of our
brethren in one day, and that the army of the Argives
is departed in this night that is now past. So much I
know, but no more.”

‘“Hearken then. King Creon hath made a proclama-
tion that they shall bury Eteocles with all honour; but
that Polynices shall lie unburied, that the birds of the
air and the beasts of the field may devour him; and that
whosoever shall break this decree shall suffer death by
m&”
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“But if it be so, my sister, how can we avail to
change it?”

“Think whether or no thou wilt share with me the
doing of this deed.”
~ “What deed? What meanest thou?”

“To pay due honour to this dead body.”

“What? Wilt thou bury him when the King hath
forbidden it?”

“Yea, for he is my brother and also thine, though,
perchance, thou wouldst not have it so. And I will not
play him false.” _

“QO my sister, wilt thou do this when Creon hath for-
bidden it?” '

“Why should he stand between me and mine?”

“But think now what sorrows are come upon our
“house. For our father perished miserably, having first -
put out his own eyes; and our mother hanged herself
with her own hands; and our two brothers fell in one
day, each by the other’s spear; and now we two only
are left. And shall we not fall into a worse destruction
than any, if we transgress these commands of the King?
Think, too, that we are women and not men, and of
necessity obey them that are stronger. Wherefore, as
for me, I will pray the dead to pardon me, seeing that I

am thus constrained; but I will obey them that rule.”

“I advise thee not, and, if thou thinkest thus, I would
not have thee for helper. But know that I will bury
my brother, nor:could I better die than for doing such a
deed. For as he loved me, so also do I love him greatly.
And shall not I do pleasure to the dead rather than to
the living, seeing that I shall abide with the dead for
ever? But thou, if thou wilt, do dishonour to the laws

of the gods?”



Antigone 23

“I dishonour them not. Only I cannot set myself
against the powers that be.”

“So be it; but I will bury my brother.”

“Q my sister, how I fear for thee!”

“Fear for thyself. Thineownlotneedeth all thy care.”

“Thou wilt at least keep thy counsel, nor tell the
thing to any man.”

“Not so: hide it not. I shall scorn thee more if thou
proclaim it not aloud to all.”

So Antigone departed; and after a while came to the
same place King Creon, clad in his royal robes, and with
his sceptre in his hand, and set forth his counsel to the
elders who were assembled, how he had dealt with the
two princes according to their deserving, giving all
honour to him that loved his country and casting forth
the other unburied. And he bade them take care that
this decree should be kept, saying that he had also
appointed certain men to watch the dead body.

But he had scarcely left speaking when there came
one of these same watchers and said:

“I have not come hither in haste, O King, nay, I
doubted much, while I was yet on the way, whether I
should not turn again. For now I thought, ‘Fool,
why goest thou where thou shalt suffer for it’; and
then, again, ‘Fool, the King will hear the matter else-
where, and then how wilt thou fare?” But at the last
I came as I had purposed, for I know that nothing may
happen to me contrary to fate.”

“But say,” said the King, “what troubles thee so
much?”

“First hear my case. I did not the thing, and know
not who did it, and it were a grievous wrong should I fall
into trouble for such a cause.”
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“Thou makest a long preface, excusing thyself, but
yet hast, as I judge, something to tell.”

“Fear, my lord, ever causeth delay.”

“Wilt thou not speak out thy news and then begone?”

“I will speak it. Know then that some man hath
thrown dust upon this dead corpse, and done besides
such things as are needful.”

“What sayest thou? Who hath dared to do this
deed?”

“That I know not, for there was no mark as of spade
or pick-axe; nor was the earth broken, nor had wagon
passed thereon. We were sore dismayed when the
watchman showed the thing to us; for the body we could
not see. Buried indeed it was not, but rather covered
with dust. Nor was there any sign as of wild beast or
of dog that had torn it. Then there arose a contention
among us, each blaming the other, and accusing his
fellows, and himself denying that he had done the
deed or was privy to it. And doubtless we had fallen
to blows but that one spake a word which made us all
tremble for fear, knowing that it must be as he said.
For he said that the thing must be told to thee, and in
no wise hidden. So we drew lots, and by evil chance
the lot fell upon me. Wherefore I am here, not willingly,
for no man loveth him that bringing evil tidings.”

Then said the chief of the old men:

“Consider, O King, for haply this thing is from the
gods.”

But the King cried:

“Thinkest thou that the gods care for such an one
as this dead man, who would have burnt their temples
with fire, and laid waste the land which they love,
and set at naught the laws? Not so. But there



Antigone 25

are men in this city who have long time had ill will
to me, not bowing their necks to my yoke; and
they have persuaded these fellows with money to do this
thing. Surely there never was so evil a thing as money,
which maketh cities into ruinous heaps, and banisheth
men from their houses, and turneth their thoughts from
good unto evil. But as for them that have done this
deed for hire, of a truth they shall not escape, for I say
to thee, fellow, if ye bring not here before my eyes the
man that did this thing, I will hang you up alive. So
shall ye learn that ill gains bring no profit to a man.”

So the guard departed; but as he went he said to him-
self: :

“Now may the gods grant that the man be found;
but however this may be, thou shalt not see me come
again on such errand as this, for even now have I es-
caped beyond all hope.”

Notwithstanding, after a space he came back with
one of his fellows; and they brought with them the
maiden Antigone, with her hands bound together.

And it chanced that at the same time King Creon
came forth from the palace. Then the guard set forth
the thing to him, saying:

“We cleared away the dust from the dead body, and
sat watching it. And when it was now noon, and the
smn was at his height, there came a whirlwind over the
Plain, driving a great cloud of dust. And when this had
Ppassed, we looked, and lo! this maiden whom we have
brought hither stood by the dead corpse. And when she
uaw that it lay bare as before, she sent up an exceeding
bitter cry, even as a bird whose young ones have been
taken from the nest. Then she cursed them that had
done this deed; and brought dust and sprinkled it upon
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the dead man, and poured water upon him three times.
Then we ran and laid hold upon her, and accused her
that she had done this deed; and she denied it not. But
as for me, ’tis well to have escaped from death, but it
is ill to bring friends into the same. Yet I hold that
there is nothing dearer to a man than his life.”

Then said the King to Antigone:

““Tell me in a word, didst thou know my decree?”

“I knew it. Was it not plainly declared?”

“How daredst thou to transgress the laws?”

¢Zeus made not such laws, nor Justice that dwelleth
with the gods below. I judged not that thy decrees had
such authority that a man should transgress for them
the unwritten sure commandments of the gods. For
these, indeed, are not of to-day or yesterday, but they
live for ever, and their beginning no man knoweth.
Should I, for fear of thee, be found guilty against them?
That I should die I knew. Why not? All men must
die. And if I die before my time, what loss? He who
liveth among many sorrows even as I have lived,
counteth it gain to die. But had I left my own mother’s
son unburied, this had been loss indeed.”

Then said the King:

“Such stubborn thoughts have a speedy fall, and are
shivered even as the iron that hath been made hard in
the furnace. And as for this woman and her sister —
for I judge her sister to have had a part in this matter
— though they were nearer to me than all my kindred,
yet shall they not escape the doom of death. Where-
fore let some one bring the other woman hither.”

And while they went to fetch the maiden Ismené,
Antigone said to the King:

“Is it not enough for thee to slay me? What need to
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say more? For thy words please me not nor mine thee.
Yet what nobler thing could I have done than to bury
my mother’s son? And so would all men say but fear
shutteth their mouths.”

“Nay,” said the King, “none of the children of Cad-
mus thinketh thus, but thou only. But, hold, was not
he that fell in battle with this man thy brother also?”

“Yes, truly, my brother he was.”

“And dost thou not dishonour him when thou
honourest his enemy?”

“The dead man would not say it, could he speak.”

“Shall then the wicked have like honour with the
good?”

“How knowest thou but that such honoui pleaseth
the gods below?”

“I have no love for them I hate, though they be dead.”

“Of hating I know nothing* ’tis enough for me to
love.”

“If thou wilt love, go love the dead. But while I
live no woman shall rule me.”

Then those that had been sent to fetch the maiden
Ismené brought her forth from the palace. And when
the King accused her that she had been privy to the deed
she denied not, but would have shared one lot with her
sister,

But Antigone turned from her, saying:

“Not so; thou hast no part or lot in the matter. For
thou hast chosen life, and I have chosen death; and even
% shall it be.”

And when Ismené saw that she prevailed nothing
vith her sister, she turned to the King and said:

“Wilt thou slay the bride of thy son?”

“Ay,” said he, ‘“there are other brides to win!”
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“But none,” she made reply, “that accord so well
with him.”

“I will have no evil wives for my sons,” said the
King.

Then cried Antigone:

“O Hemon, whom I love, how hy father wrongeth
thee!”

Then the King bade the guards lead the two into the
palace. But scarcely had they gone when there came
to the place the Prince Hemon, the King’s son, who
was betrothed to the maiden Antigone. And when the
King saw him, he said:

“Art thou content, my son, with thy father’s judg-
ment?”’

And the young man answered:

“My father, I would follow thy counsels in all things.”

Then said the King:

‘“'T is well spoken, my son. This is a thing to be
desired, that a man should have obedient children. But
if it be otherwise with a man, he hath gotten great
trouble for himself, and maketh sport for them that
hate him. And now as to this matter. There is naught
worse than an evil wife. Wherefore I say let this dam-
sel wed a bridegroom among the dead. For since I
have found her, alone of all this people, breaking my
decree, surely she shall die. Nor shall it profit her to
claim kinship with me, for he that would rule a city
must first deal justly with his own kindred. And as for
obedience, this it is that maketh a city to stand both in
peace and in war.”

To this the Prince Hemon made answer:

““What thou sayest, my father, I do not judge. Vet
bethink thee, that I see and hear on thy behalf what is
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hidden from thee. For common men cannot abide
thy look if they say that which pleaseth thee not. Yet
do I hear it in secret. Know then- that all the city
mourneth for this maiden, saying that she dieth wrong-
fully for a very noble deed, in that she buried her brother.
And ’tis well, my father, not to be wholly set on thy
thoughts, but to listen to the counsels of others.”
“Nay,” said the King; “shall I be taught by such an
one as thou?”
“T pray thee regard my words, if they be well, and not
my years.”
“Can it be well to honour them that transgress?
And hath not this woman transgressed?”
“The people of this city judgeth not so.”
“The people, sayest thou? Is it for them to rule, or
for me?”
“No city is the possession of one man only.”
- So the two answered one the other, and their anger
waxed hot. And at the last the King cried:
“Bring this accursed woman, and slay her before his
eyes.”
And the Prince answered:
“That thou shalt never do. And know this also,
that thou shalt never see my face again.”
So he went away in a rage; and the old men would
bave appeased the King’s wrath, but he would not
hearken to them, but said that the two maidens should
die,
“Wilt thou then slay them both?” said the old men.
“'T is well said,” the King made answer. “Her that
meddled not with the matter I harm not.”
“And how wilt thou deal with the other?”
“There is a desolate place, and there I will shut her
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up alive in a sepulchre; yet giving her so much of food
as shall quit us of guilt in the matter, for I would not
have the city defiled. There let her persuade Death
whom she loveth so much, that he harm her not.”

So the guards led Antigone away to shut her up alive
in the sepulchre. But scarcely had they departed
when there came an old prophet Tiresias, seeking
the King. Blind he was, so that a boy led him by the
hand; but the gods had given him to see things to
come.

And when the King saw him he asked:

“What seekest thou, wisest of men?”

Then the prophet answered:

‘‘Hearken, O King, and I will tell thee. I sat in my
seat, after my custom, in the place whither all manner
of birds resort. And as I sat I heard a cry of birds that
I knew not, very strange and full of wrath. And I knew
that they tare and slew each other, for I heard the fierce
flapping of their wings. And being afraid, I made
inquiry about the fire, how it burned upon the altars.
And this boy, for as I am a guide to others so he guideth
me, told me that it shone not at all, but smouldered and
was dull, and that the flesh which was burnt upon the
altar spluttered in the flame, and wasted away into
corruption and filthiness. And now I tell thee, O King,
that the city is troubled by thy ill counsels. For the
dogs and the birds of the air tear the flesh of this dead
son of (Edipus, whom thou sufferest not to have due
burial, and carry it to the altars, polluting them there-
with. Wherefore the gods receive not from, us prayer
or sacrifice; and the cry of the birds hath an evil sound,
for they are full of the flesh of a man. Therefore I bid
thee be wise in time. For all men may err; but he that
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keepeth not his folly, but repenteth, doeth well; but
stubbornness cometh to great trouble.”

Then the King answered:

“Old man, I know the race of prophets full well, how
ye sell your art for gold. But, make thy trade as thou
wilt, this man shall not have burial; yea, though the
eagles of Zeus carry his flesh to their master’s throne in
heaven, he shall not have it.”

And when the prophet spake again, entreating him,
and warning, the King answered him after the same
fashion, that he spake not honestly, but had sold his art
for money.

But at the last the prophet spake in great wrath, saying:

“Know, O King, that before many days shall pass,
thou shalt pay a life for a life, even one of thine own
children, for them with whom thou hast dealt unright-
eously, shutting up the living with the dead, and keep-

ing the dead from them to whom they belong. There-
fore the Furies lie in wait for thee, and thou shalt see
whether or no I speak these things for money. For
there shall be mourning and lamentation in thine own
house; and against thy people shall be stirred up many
cties, And now, my child, lead me home, and let this
man rage against them that are younger than 1.”

So the prophet departed, and the old men were sore
tfraid, and said:

“He hath spoken terrible things, O King; nor ever
since these gray hairs were black have we known him
tay that which was false.”

“Even s0,” said the King, “and I am troubled in
heart, and yet am loath to depart from my purpose.”

“King Creon,” said the old men, “thou needest good
m” .
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““What, then, would ye have done?”

“Set free the maiden from the sepulchre, and give
this dead man burial.”

Then the King cried fo his people that they should
bring bars wherewith to loosen the doors of the sepul-
chre, and hastened with them to the place. But coming
on their way to the body of Prince Polynices, they took
it up, and washed it, and buried that which remained
of it, and raised over the ashes a great mound of earth.
And this being done, they drew near to the place of the
sepulchre; and as they approached, the King heard
within a very piteous voice, and knew it for the voice
of his son. Then he bade his attendants loose the door
with all speed; and when they had loosed it, they be-
held within a very piteous sight. For the maiden
Antigone had hanged herself by the girdle of linen
which she wore, and the young man Prince Hemon
stood with his arms about her dead body, embracing it.
And when the King saw him, he cried to him to come
forth; but the Prince glared fiercely upon him and
answered him not a word, but drew his two-edged sword.
Then the King, thinking that his son was minded in his
madness to slay him, leapt back, but the Prince drave

" . the sword into his own heart, and fell forward on the

earth, still holding the dead maiden in his arms. And
when they brought the tidings of these things to Queen
Eurydice, the wife of King Creon and mother to the
Prince, she could not endure the grief, being thus
bereaved of her children, but laid hold of a sword, and
slew herselt therewith.

So the house of King Creon was left desolate unto him
that day, because he despised the ordinances of the

gods.
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IPHIGENIA

ING AGAMEMNON sat in his tent at Aulis,

where the army of the Greeks was gathered
together, being about to sail against the great city of
Troy. It was now past midnight. But the King slept
not, for he was careful and troubled about many things.
And he had a lamp before him, and in his hand a tablet
of pine wood, whereon he wrote. But he seemed not
to remain in the same mind about that which he wrote;
for now he would blot out the letters, and then would
wiite them again; and now he fastened the seal upon
the tablet and then brake it. And as he did this he
wept, and was like to a man distracted. But after a
while he called to an old man, his attendant (the man
had been given in time past by Tyndareus to his daugh-
ter, Queen Clytemnestra), and said:

“0Old man, thou knowest how Galchas the soothsayer
bade me offer for a sacrifice to Artemis, who is goddess
of this place, my daughter Iphigenia, saying that so only
should the army have a prosperous voyage from this
place to Troy, and should take the city and destroy it;
and how when I heard these words I bade Talthybius
the herald go throughout the army and bid them depart,
every man to his own country, for that I would not do
this thing; and how my brother, King Menelaus, per-
siaded me so that I consented to it. Now, therefore,
bearken to this, for what I am about to tell thee three

33
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men only know, namely, Calchas, the soothsayer, and
Menelaus, and Ulysses, King of Ithaca. I wrote a
letter to my wife the Queen, that she should send her
daughter to this place, that she might be married to
King Achilles; and I magnified the man to her, saying
that he would in no wise sail with us unless I would
give him my daughter in marriage. But now I have
changed my purpose, and have written another letter
after this fashion, as I will now set forth to thee:
‘DAUGHTER OF LEDA, SEND NOT THY CHILD TO THE
LAND OF EUBGA, FOR I WILL GIVE HER IN MARRIAGE
AT ANOTHER TIME.’”

“Ay,” said the old man, “but how wilt thou deal
with King Achilles? Will he not be wroth, hearing
that he hath been cheated of his wife?”

“Not so,” answered the King, ‘“for we have indeed
used his name, but he knoweth nothing of this marriage.
And now make haste. Sit not thou down by any foun-
tain in the woods, and suffer not thine eyes to sleep. |
And beware lest the chariot bearing the Queen and her -
daughter pass thee where the roads divide. And see  *
that thou keep the seal upon this letter unbroken.”

So the old man departed with the letter. But scarcely -
had he left the tent when King Menelaus spied him and *
laid hands on him, taking the letter and breaking the
seal. And the old man cried out:

‘“Help, my lord; here is one hath taken thy letter!”

Then King Agamemnon came forth from his tent,
saying:

““What meaneth this uproar and disputing that I hear?”

But even as he spake there came a messenger, saying:
“King Agamemnon, I am come, as thou badest me,
with thy daughter Iphigenia. Also her mother, Queem
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Clytzmnestra, is cofne, bringing with her her little son,
Orestes. And now they are resting themselves and
their horses by the side of a spring, for indeed the way
is long and weary. And all the army is gathered about
them. And men question much wherefore they are
come, saying, ‘Doth the King make a marriage for his
daughter; or hath he sent for her, desiring to see her?’”

King Agamemnon was sore dismayed when he knew
that the Queen was come, and spake to himself:

“Now what shall I say to my wife? For that she is
rightly come to the marriage of her daughter who can
deny? But what will she say when she knoweth my
purpose? And of the maiden, what shall I say? Ua-
happy maiden whose bridegroom shall be Death! For
she will cry to me, ‘Wilt thou kill me, my father?” And
the little Orestes will wail, not knowing what he doeth,
seeing he is but a babe.”

And now King Menelaus came, saying that he re-
pented, “For why should thy child die for me? What
bath she to do with war? Let the army be scattered, so
that wrong be not done.”

Then said King Agamemnon:

“But how shall I escape from this strait? * For the
whole host will compel me to this deed?”

“Not so,” said King Menelaus, “if thou wilt send
back the maiden to Argos.”

“But what shall that profit,” said the King; “for
Calchas will cause the matter to be known; or Ulysses,
saying that I have failed of my promise; and if I fly to
Argos, they will come and destroy my city and lay waste
my land. Woe is me! in what a strait am I set! But
take care, my brother, that Clytemnestra hear nothing
of these things.”



36 Heyoines Every Child Should Know

When he had ended speaking, the Queen herself came
unto the tent, riding in a chariot, having her daughter
by her side. And she bade one of the attendants take
out with care the caskets which she had brought for her
daughter and bade others help her daughter to alight,
and herself also, and to a fourth she said that he should
take the young Orestes. Then Iphigenia greeted her
father, saying:

“Thou hast done well to send for me, my father.”

‘T is true and yet not true, my child.”

“Thou lookest not well pleased to see me, my
father.”

“He that is a king and commandeth a host hath
many cares.” ’

“Put away thy cares awhile, and give thyself to me.”

“T am glad beyond measure to see thee.”

“Glad art thou? Then why dost thou weep?”

“I weep because thou must be long time absent from
me.”

‘“‘Perish all these fightings and troubles!”

“They will cause many to perish, and me most miser-
ably of all.”

_““Art thou going a journey from me, my father?”

“Ay, and thou also hast a journey to make.”

““Must I make it alone, or with my mother?”

¢ Alone; neither father nor mother may be with thee.”

“Sendest thou me to dwell elsewhere?”

“Hold thy peace: such things are not for maidens to
inquire.”

“Well, my father, order matters with the Phrygians,
and then make haste to return.”

“I must first make a sacrifice to the gods.”

“'Tis well. The gods should have due honour.”
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“Ay, and thou wilt stand close to the altar.”

¢“Shall I lead the dances, my father?”

“O my child, how I envy thee, that thou knowest
naught! And now go into the tent; but first kiss. me,
and give me thy hand, for thou shalt be parted from
thy father for many days.”

And when she was gone within, he cried:

“O fair bosom and very lovely cheeks and yellow
hair of my child! O city of Priam, what woe thou
bringest on me! But I must say no more.”

Then he turned to the Queen, and excused hnnself
that he wept when he should rather have rejoiced for the
marriage of his daughter. And when the Queen would
know of the estate of the bridegroom, he told her that
his name was Achilles, and that he was the son of Peleus
and Thetis, daughter of Nereus of the sea, and that he
dwelt in Phthia. And when she inquired of the time of
the marriage, he said that it should be in the same moon,
on the first lucky day; and as to the place, that it must
be where the bridegroom was sojourning, that is to say,
in the camp. ‘“And I,” said the King, “will give the
maiden to her husband.”

““But where,” answered the Queen, “is it your pleas-
ure that I should be?”

“Thou must return to Argos, and care for the maidens
there.”

‘“Sayest thou that I return? Who then will hold up
the torch for the bride?”

“J will do that which is needful. For it is not seemly
that thou shouldst be present where the whole army is

gathered together.”
“Ay, but it is seemly that a mother should give her

daughter in marriage.”
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“But the maidens at home should not be left alone.”
“They are well kept.”
_ “Be persuaded, lady.”

“Not so; thou shalt order that which is mthout the
house, but I that which is within.”

But now came Achilles, to tell the King that the army
was growing impatient, saying, that unless they might
sail speedily, they would return each man to his home,
And when the Queen heard his name — for he had
said to the attendant, “Tell thy master that Achilles,
the son of Peleus, would speak with him” — she came
forth from the tent and greeted him, and bade him give
her his right hand. And when the young man was
abashed she said:

“But why art thou abashed, seeing that thou art
about to marry my daughter?”

And he answered:

“What sayest thou, lady? I cannot speak for wonder
at thy wo

“Often men are ashamed when they see new friends,
and the talk is of marriage.”

“But lady, I never was suitor for thy daughter.
Nor have the sons of Atreus said aught to me of the
matter.”

The Queen was beyond measure astonished, and
cried:

“Now this is shameful indeed, that I should seek a
bridegroom for my daughter in such fashion.”

But when Achilles would have departed, to inquire of
the King what this thing might mean, the old man that
had at the first carried the letter came forth, and bade
him stay. And when he had assurance that he would
receive no harm for what he should tell them, he
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unfolded the whole matter. And when the Queen had
heard it, she cried to Achilles:

“O son of Thetis of the sea! help me now in this
strait, and help this maiden that hath been called thy
bride! ’T will be a shame to thee if such wrong be done
under thy name; for it is thy name that hath undone us.
Nor have I any altar to which I may flee, nor any friend
but thee only in this army.”

Then Achilles made answer:

“Lady, I learnt from the most righteous of men to
be true and honest. Know, then, that thy daughter,
seeing that she hath been given, though but in word only,
to me, shall not be slain by her father. For if she so die,
then shall my name be brought to great dishonour,
since through it thou hast been persuaded to come
with her to this place. This sword shall see right soon
whether anyone will dare to take this maiden from me.”

And now King Agamemnon came forth, saying that
all things were ready for the marriage, and that they
waited for the maiden.

““Tell me,” cried the Queen, “dost thou purpose to
slay thy daughter and mine?” And when he was silent,
not knowing, indeed, what to say, she reproached him
with many words, that she had been a loving and faith-
ful wife to him, for which he made an ill recompense
slaying her child.

And when she had made an end of speaking, the
maiden came forth from the tent, holding the young child
Orestes in her arms, and cast herself upon her knees
before her father, and besought him, saying:

“I would, my father, that I had the voice of Orpheus,
who made even the rocks to follow him, that I might
persuade thee; but now all that I have I give, even these
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tears. O my father, I am thy child; slay me not be-
fore my time. This light is sweet to look upon. Drive
me not from it to the land of darkness. I was the first
to call thee father; and the first to whom thou didst
say ‘my child.’ And thou wouldst say to me, ‘Some
day, my child, I shall see thee a happy wife in the home
of a husband.” And I would answer, ‘And I will re-
ceive thee with all love when thou art old, and pay thee
back for all the benefits thou hast done unto me.” This
I indeed remember, but thou forgettest; for thou art
ready to slay me. Do it not, I beseech thee, by Pelops
thy grandsire, and Atreus thy father, and this my
mother. And thou, O my brother, though thou art
but a babe, help me. Weep with me; beseech thy
father that he slay not thy sister. O my father, though
he be silent, yet, indeed, he beseecheth thee. For his
sake, therefore, yea, and for mine own, have pity upon
me, and slay me not.”

But the King was sore distracted, knowing not what
he should say or do, for a terrible necessity was upon
him, seeing that the army could not make their journey
to Troy unless this deed should first be done. And
while he doubted came Achilles, saying that there was a
horrible tumult in the camp, the men crying out that
the maiden must be sacrificed, and that when he would
have stayed them from their purpose, the people had
stoned him with stones. Nevertheless, he said that he
would fight for the maiden, even to the utmost; and that
there were faithful men who would stand with and help
him. But when the maiden heard these words, she
stood forth and said:

‘“Hearken, my mother. Be not wroth with my father,
for we cannot fight against Fate. Also we must take
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thought that this young man suffer not, for his help will
avail naught, and he himself will perish. Therefore I
am resolved to die. All Greece looketh to me. With-
out me the ships cannot make their voyage, nor the city
of Troy be taken. Wherefore I will give myself for the
people. Offer me for an offering; and let the Greeks
take the city of Troy, for this shall be my memorial for
ever.”

Then said Achilles:

“Lady, I should count myself most happy if the gods
would grant thee to be my wife. For I love thee well,
when I see thee how noble thou art. And if thou wilt,
I will carry thee to my home. And I doubt not that I
shall save thee, though all the men of Greece be against
me.”

But the maiden answered:

“What I say, I say with full purpose. Nor will I
that any man should die for me, but rather will I save
this land of Greece.”

And Achilles said:

“If this be thy will, lady, I cannot say nay. Itisa
noble thing that thou doest.”

Nor was the maiden turned from her purpose though
her mother besought her with many tears. So they that
were appointed led her to the grove of Artemis, where
there was built an altar, and the whole army of the
Greeks gathered about. When the King saw her going
to her death he covered his face with his mantle; but
she stood by him, and said:

“T give my body with a willing heart to die for my
country and for the whole land of Greece. I pray the
gods that ye may prosper, and win the victory in this war,
and come back safe to your homes. And now let no
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man touch me, for I will offer my neck to the sword with
a good heart.”

And all men marvelled to see the maiden of what a
good courage she was. Then the herald Talthybius
stood in the midst and commanded silence to the people;
and Calchas the soothsayer put a garland about her
head, and drew a sharp knife from his sheath. And
all the army stood regarding the maiden and the priest
and the altar.

Then there befell a marvellous thing. Calchas
struck with his knife, for the sound of the stroke all
men heard, but the maiden was not there. Whither
she had gone no one knew; but in her stead there lay a
great hind, and all the altar was red with the blood
thereof. .

And Calchas said:

“See ye this, men of Greece, how the goddess hath
provided this offering in the place of the maiden, for she
would not that her altar should be defiled with innocent
blood. Be of good courage, therefore, and depart every
man to his ship, for this day ye shall sail across the sea
to the land of Troy.”
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PAULA

N THE city of Rome when its imperial strength
had faded, to seek pleasure and to give one’s
self to display had taken the place of honest work and
sober duty. The time of which we speak was the
fourth century. Affairs of government had been moved
to Constantinople, and the effects of the conduct of
great matters in their midst was thus denied the Romans.
The populace, fed for ages on public doles and the
terrible gaiety of gladiatorial shows had become thor-
oughly debased, and unable to work out their own
bettering. The persons having riches were likewise
degraded by a life of luxury and senseless extravagance.
Men of that type aired themselves in lofty chariots,
lazily reclining and showing to advantage their care-
fully curled hair, robes of silk embroidery and tissue of
gold, to excite the admiration and envy of plainer livers.
Their horses’ harness would be covered with ornaments
of gold, their coachmen armed with a golden wand
instead of whip, and troups of slaves, parasites and
other servitors would dance attendance about them.
With such display the poor rich creatures would pass
through the streets, pushing out of the way or tramp-
ling and crushing to the dust whomsoever they might
chance to meet — very much as some automobilists
act to-day. Brutality and senseless show always are
hand in glove with each other.

43
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The rich women of Rome well matched such men.
Their very shoes crackled under their feet from
excess of gold and silver ornament. Their dresses of
cloth-of-gold or other expensive stuff were so heavy
that the wearers could hardly walk, even with the aid of
attendants. Their faces were often painted and their
hair dyed and mounted high on the head in monstrous
shapes and designs.

Creeping into such a life as we have just been describ-
ing came the pure and simple precepts of Jesus — and
they doubtless found many a soul athirst and sick with
folly and coarse regard for riches. For years the Chris-
tians had been persecuted and many of their number
gaining the strength that poverty and persecution bring.
In opposition to the luxury-loving spirit, also, had risen
among a number an austere denial of all pleasure, and
such persons sought a solitary life in a cave or other
retired spot. The deserts were mined with caverns and
holes in the sand in which hermits dwelt, picking up
food as best they might, their bones rattling in a skin
blackened by exposure — they were starving, praying
and agonising for the salvation of their own souls and
for a world sunk in luxury and wickedness.

Now and then one of these hermits would leave his
country solitariness and go to some city with a mission
of converting vice to virtue. Among these was a man
whom we know as Jerome, or Saint Jerome. He was
a native of a village on the slope of the Illyrian Alps,
and his full name was Eusebius Hieronymus. In-
flamed with a zeal for doing great works, loving con-
troversy and harsh and strong in conflict, Jerome sought
Rome after years of study and prayer in the desert. In
Rome he came to be a frequenter of a palace on the
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Aventine in which a number of rich and influential
women held meetings for Christian teaching and sought
a truer and purer life.

Of all these women we best know Paula. No
fine lady of that day was more exquisite, more fastidious,
more splendid than she. She could not walk abroad
without the support of servants, nor cross the marble
floor from one silken couch to another, so heavily was
gold interwoven in the tissue of her dresses. Her
eldest daughter, Blesilla, a widow at twenty, was a
Roman exquisite, loving everything soft and luxurious.
It was said of her that she spent entire days before her
mirror giving herself to personal decoration —to the
tower of curls on her head and the touch of rouge on her
cheeks. Paula’s second daughter, Paulina, had mar-
ried a young patrician who was Christian.

The third member of the family, a girl of sixteen, was
Eustochium, a character strongly contrasting with her
beautiful mother and sister. Even in early years she had
fixed her choice upon a secluded life and shown herself
untouched by the gaudy luxury about her. And to this
the following pretty story will bear witness. An aunt of
hers was Pratextata, wife of a high official of the Em- .
peror Julian, and like the Emperor a follower of the
old faith in the gods rather than the new faith in the
teachings of Jesus. The family of Paula were, how-
ever, as we said, Christian.

This aunt Pretextata saw with some impatience and
anger what she considered the artificial gravity of her
youthful niece, and when she heard that the maid had
said she intended never to marry, and purposed to
withdraw from the world, she invited Eustochium to -
her house on a visit.” The young vestal donned her

v
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brown gown, the habit of humility, and all unsuspicious
sought her aunt. She had scarcely found herself within
the house, however, before she was seized by favourite
maids, who were interested in the plot. They loosed
Eustochium’s long hair and elaborated it in curls and
plaits; they took away her little brown gown and cov-
ered her with silk and cloth-of-gold; they hung upon
her precious ornaments, and finally led her to the mirror
to dazzle her eyes with the reflection she would find in
the polished surface.

The little maid with the Greek name and pure heart,
let them turn her round and round and praise her fresh
and youthful beauty. But she was a girl who knew her
mind, and was blessed with a natural seriousness. Her
aunt’s household she permitted to have their pleasure
that day. Then again she donned her little brown gown;
and wore the habit all her life.

To return to Jerome: he had hardly arrived in Rome
when he was made secretary of a council held in that
city by ecclesiastics in the year 382. During his stay he
dwelt in the house upon the Aventine in which such
women as Paula had been meeting. The little
community were now giving up their excessive luxuries
and were devoting their time and income to good works,
to visiting the poor, tending the sick and founding the
first hospitals. To the man of the desert the gentle
life must have been more agreeable. In this retreat
he accomplished the first portion of his great work,
the first authoritative translation of the entire Canon
of Scripture — the Vulgate — so named when the
Latin of Jerome was the language of the crowd.

But he did not work alone. Paula and other
women of the community helped in the translation.
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They studied with enthusiasm the Scriptures in
Hebrew and in Greek; they discussed phrases difficult
of understanding, and often held their own opinions
against the learned Jerome whose scribes they were
willing to be.

Thus began the friendship between Paula and
Jerome, which was deepened by the death of Blasilla.
This eldest daughter of Paula had a serious illness.
One night, in a dream or vision, Jesus seemed to appear
to her and take her by the hand and say, * Arise, come
forth.” Waking, she seemed to sit at the table like
Mary of Bethany. From that night her whole life was
changed. She gathered together her embroidered robes
and her jewels and sold them for the poor. Instead of
torturing her head with a mitre of curls, she wore a
simple veil. A woollen cord, dark linen gown and
common shoes replaced the gold embroidered girdle,
the glistening silks and the golden-heeled shoes. She
slept upon a hard couch. Like others of her family she
was finely intelligent, and she became one of the “ap-
prentices” of Jerome, who wrote for her a commentary
oa the book of Ecclesiastes, “Vanity of Vanities.”

Her conversion was enduring, but her health- failed.
In a few months another attack of fever laid her low.
Her funeral was magnificent. Paula, accerding to
Roman custom, accompanied her child’s body to the
tomb of her ancestors, wild with grief, lamenting, and,
&t last, fainting, so that she was borne away as
one dead.

The people were enraged. Tliey accused Jerome,
and other ‘“detestable monks” of killing the young
widow with austerities. “Let them,” they said, “be
stned and thrown into the Tiber.”
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For days Paula wept and refused to see her friends.
Jerome, because he had understood, loved and rever-
enced her child, she consented to admit. Paula
listened to his telling her that she “refused nourishment
not from love of fasting, but from love of sorrow”; that
“the spirit of God descends only upon the humble,”
and she arose and went forth. Nothing ever interrupted
the friendship which from that time made the joy of her
life and of Jerome’s.

It was in the summer of 385, nearly three years after
his coming to Rome, and not a year after the death of
Blasilla, that Jerome left “Babylon,” as he called the
tumultuous city. An affectionate company followed
him to the seaport. Soon after Paula prepared for her
departure, dividing her patrimony among her children.
Her daughter, Paulina, was now married to a good and
faithful husband, and these two undertook the charge
and rearing of their youngest sister and the little Toxo-
tius, a boy of ten. The grave young Eustochium, her
head now covered by the veil of the devotee, clung to
her mother’s side, a serene figure in the midst of all the
misunderstanding and agitation of the parting.

Friends poured forth from the city to accompany them
to the port, and all the way along the winding banks of
the Tiber they plied Paula with entreaties and reproaches
and tears. She made no answer. She was at all times
slow to speak, the chronicle tells us. She freighted a
ship at the port, Ostia, and retained her self-command
until the vessel began to move from the shore where
stood her son Toxotius stretching out his hands to her
in last appeal, and by his side his sister Rufina, with
wistful eyes. Paula’s heart was like to burst. She
turned her eyes away, unable to bear the sight, and
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would have fallen but for the support of the firm Eusto-
chium standing by her mother’s side.

The rich Roman lady, luxury-loving, had become a
pilgrim. She had, however, according to the interpre-
tation of the Christian spirit of that day, in renouncing
her former life and all its belongings, set aside natural
ties. Now she was going forth to make herself a home
in the solitude of Bethlehem.

Her ship was occupied by her own party alone, and
carried much baggage for this emigration for life. It
came, hindered by no storms, to Cyprus, where old
friends received Paula with honour, and conducted her
to visit monks and nuns in their new establishments.
She afterward proceeded to Antioch, where Jerome
joined the party, and then along the coast of Tyre and
Sidon, by Herod’s splendid city of Casarea and by
Joppa rich with memories of the early apostles of their
faith. Paula, the pilgrim, was no longer a tottering
fine lady, but a strong, animated, interested traveller.

The little company continued on their tour for a year.
They first paused, at Jerusalem, and here the tender,
enthusiasm of Paula found its fullest expression. She
went in a rapture of tears and exaltation from one to an-
other of the sacred sites. She kissed the broken stone
which was supposed to have been that rolled against
the door of the Holy Sepulchre, and trod with pious awe
the path to the cave where the True Cross was found.
The legend of Helena’s finding the cross was still fresh
in those days, and doubts there were none.

The ecstasies and joy of Paula, which found their
expression in rapturous prayers and tears, moved all
Jeusalem. The city was thronged with pilgrims, and
the great Roman lady became their wonder. The

(2]
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crowd followed her from point to point, marvelling at
her frank emotion and the warmth of her natural feeling.

From Jerusalem the party set out to journey through
the storied deserts of Syria. This was in the year 387.
They stopped everywhere to visit those monasteries
built in awful passes of the rocks and upon stony wastes
that the penance of the indwellers might be the greater.
They found shelter with tanned and weather-beaten
hermits in their holes and caverns. They poured upon
them enthusiastic admiration, and shared with them
their Arab bread and clotted milk, and also gave many
an alm. Paula fascinated by the desert, would stay
there and found a convent. But Jerome prevailed upon
her to turn toward Jerusalem.

Thus they came to green Bethlehem, and the calm
sweetness of the place and its pleasant fields smote their
hearts. Here they determined to settle and build two
convents — Jerome’s upon the hill near the western
gate and Paula’s upon the smiling level below. He is
said to have sold all that he had, and all that his brother,
his faithful and constant companion, had, to gain money
for the expense of his building. Paula, doubtless, had
ample means from her former great wealth. Indeed,
after her own was builded she had two other convents
put up near by, and these were soon filled with devotees.

Also, she built a hospice for the reception of travellers,
so that, as she said with tender smile and tears in
eyes, “If Joseph and Mary should return to Jerusalem,
they might be sure of finding room for them in the inn.”
This gentle speech shines like a gleam of light upon the
little holy city, and shows us the noble, natural kindness
of Paula, and how profoundly she had been moved by
associations to her most sacred and haly. Every poor
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pilgrim passing her door must to her sympathetic heart
have had some semblance to that simple pair who car-
ried the Light of the World to David’s little town among
the hills.

Paula now laying aside wholly the luxurious habits of
her life, set the example of simple and industrious living
by washing floors and cleaning lamps and other household
work. But she was far from ceasing her studies.

Jerome every day laboured at his great translation,
and Paula and Eustochium copied, compared and
criticised his daily labours. A great part of the Vulgate
he had completed in Rome. His two friends had,
doubtless, shared his studies during their long journey.
They now read with him every day a portion of the
Scriptures in the original; and it was at their entreaty
and with their help that he began the translation of the
Psalms. The following is a sympathetic description of
the method of . this work as it was carried out in the
rocky chamber at Bethlehem, or in the convent close by:

His two friends charged themselves with the task of collecting
all the materials, and this edition, prepared by their care, is that
which remains in the Church under Jerome’s name. . . . ‘It
is pleasant to think of the two noble Roman ladies seated before
the vast desk upon which were spread the numerous manuscripts,
Greek, Hebrew and Latin. . . . whilst they examined and
compared, reducing to order under their hands, with piety and
joy, that Psalter of St. Jerome”
which is still sung to-day.

So on a whole their days passed in fruitful labour.
Jerome held a school for boys and young men, in which
he taught the classics. But his great work, and the
great work of Paula and Eustochium, was the transla-
tion of the Bible into what was then the speech of the
people. For this they spared no pains nor costs. They
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must have found a quiet happiness above all they had
calculated in this work. Their minds and thoughts
must have been held by the charm of the noble poetry,
by the puzzle of words to be cleared and read aright, by
the constant interest of accomplishment that every
sunrise brought to them, and brings ever to steadfast
workers in these days.

And so they dwelt, the gentle Paula, a woman of cour-
tesy, high spirit, steadfastness and gracious, sprightly
humour; Eustochium, the grave young daughter who
never left her mother’s side, whose gentle shadow is one
with her mother’s; and Jerome, the greatest writer of
his time, the mighty controversialist, a man evidently
a well of force and sympathy, the kind friend and fellow-
worker. Every day the three had conferences as to the
most accurate renderings possible, and at all times the
greatest respect for the scholarship and acuteness of one
another. Amid them was the pleasant stir of independ-
ent opinion. .

In the books that went forth from that seclusion in
Bethelehem we find such an inscription as this:

You, Paula, and Eustochium, who have studied so deeply the
books of the Hebrews, take it, this book of Esther, and test it word
by word; you can tell whether anything is added, anything with-
drawn: and can bear faithful witness whether I have rendered
aright in Latin this Hebrew history.

Between these zealous workers in Bethlehem and the
old Christian friends in Rome letters were constantly
passing. And as the years of her absence grew, Paula,
in time, heard of the marriage of Toxotius, who, a
little boy of ten, had held out begging hands to her as
her ship set sail from the port of Rome. Anon came the
joyful news that a daughter had been born and named
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after her grandmother, Paula. The baby’s mother,
Leta, looking forward with early longings for the child’s
future, at once wrote to Jerome about the education of
the little one.

The great writer’s first thought, amidst his joyous
congratulations, is the probable conversion of the baby’s
maternal grandfather, Albinus, a follower of the old gods.

“Albinus is already a candidate for the faith,” he
writes, “a crowd of sons and grandsons besiege him. I
believe, on my part, that if Jupiter himself had such a
family he would ba converted to Jesus Christ.”

Then Jerome gives, with tender detail, the counsels
as to education for which Leta had asked. But he
adds:

“It will be difficult to bring up thy little daughter thus at Rome.
Send her to Bethlehem; she will repose in the manger of Jesus.
Eustochium wishes for her; trust the little one with her. Let
this new Paula be cradled on the bosom of her grandmother.
Send her to me; I will carry her on my shoulders, old man as I
am. I will make myself a child with her; I will lisp to fit her
speech; and, believe me, I shall be prouder of my employment
than ever Aristotle was of his’’ [as tutor to Alexander.]

The invitation was accepted. In a few years the
little maiden was indeed sent to Bethlehem, though not
till after the death of her grandmother Paula. And it
was the child, the younger Paula, who at last closed the
eyes of Jerome.

Paula, the grandmother, did not live long after the
birth of her namesake. Her last illness was beginning.
Eustochium watched her night and day, entrusting to
no one else the tender last cares — sustaining the droop-
ing head, warming the cold feet, feeding the weakened
body, and making the invalid’s bed. If the mother fell
asleep for a little while, the daughter would go for
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prayers to the Manger, close at hand and sanctified by
its tender associations of motherhood.

But the precious life was slowly ebbing away. Know-
ing that her end was near, Paula began to repeat with
great joy the verses of the Psalms she knew so well:

“Lord, I have loved the habitation of Thy house, and the place
where Thine honour dwelleth!’’; ‘“How amiable are Thy tabernac-
les, O Lord God of hosts! My soul longeth, yea, fainteth, for the .
courts of the house of my God.’’; “Betterto be a doorkeeper in
the house of my God than to dwell in the tents of wickedness.”

When she had finished, she began to say these songs
of the threshold over again. She did not answer when
spoken to, until Jerome came and asked gently why she
did not speak and if she suffered. Then she answered
in Greek, the language of her father and of her child-
hood, that she had no discomfort, but was ‘“‘beholding in
a vision all quiet and tranquil things.” “I feel already
an infinite peace,” she said. And still she continued to
murmur at intervals the words of that ancient song of
pilgrimage until her voice grew fainter and fainter, and
with the sigh of longing for God’s presence on her lips
she entered it forever.

All Palestine may be said to have assisted at her
funeral. A chorus of psalms and lamentations sounded
forth in all languages — Hebrew, Greek, Latin. Her-
mits crept out of their caves, and monks came in throngs
from their monasteries to bewail their generous friend,
this great Roman lady, this devoted Christian. During
her last days bishops from the neighbouring dioceses had
gathered round her and her coffin was borne on their
heads into the basilica of the Manger.

And there all the poor, the widowed and orphans
lamented “their foster-mother,” “their mother” and
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showed the gifts she had given them and the garments
she had made for them. Eustochium could with difficulty
be prevailed to leave her. She stayed kissing the cold
lips, and at last, her grief breaking through the usual
calm of her life, throwing her arms about the uncon-
scious form and praying to be buried beside her.

Paula died at fifty-six. She had spent the last eighteen
years of her life in Palestine.

Jerome, for the first time in his laborious life, lost his
appetite for work. He could do no more. “I have
been able to do nothing, not even from the Scriptures,
since the death of the hoiy and gracious Paula,” he wrote.
¢ Grief overwhelms me.”

Eustochium, with the instinct of true affection, drew
him out of this stupor by inducing him to write a memoir
of her mother for her. In two sleepless nights he dic-
tated it. “He could not write himself. Each time
that he took up the tablets his fingers stiffened and the
stylus fell from his hand. He could not dwell,” he said,
“‘on her great pedigree from the Scipios, the Gracchi,
from Agamemnon, nor on her splendid opulence and
her palace at Rome. She had preferred Bethlehem to
Rome. Her praise was that she died poorer than the
poorest she had succoured. At Rome she had not been
known beyond Rome. At Bethlehem all Christendom,
Roman and barbarian, revered her.”

“We weep not her loss; we thank God to have had
her. Nay! we have her always, for all live by the spirit
of God; and the elect who ascend to Him remain still
always in the family of those He loves.”

Eustochium quietly took up the guidance of her
mother’s convents and hospice and gently urged Jerome
to resume his work. Writing almost countless letters,
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translating and commenting on the Scriptures he passed
still many years, and at last, dying, at his own wish his
body was buried in a hollow of the rocks at Bethlehem.
To this day, it is said, his name can still be traced
graven in the rock.

In the fifteen hundred years that have passed since the
death of Paula, the homes of piety and charity established
by her strength and love have been swept away. No
tradition even of their site is left. But with one storied
chamber is connected a warm interest. It is the rocky
room, in one of the half caves, half excavations, close to
that of the Nativity, and communicating with it by
rudely hewn stairs and passages. In this, the legend
runs, Jerome established himself while his convent was
building. He called it his paradise. Sunlit from abave,
with prayer and the music of alleluias sounding there
night and day, brightened by the glow of the pure
affections of Paula and Eustochium and sanctified by
their great work, from it flowed rivers of water to re-
fresh the earth.



v
JOAN OF ARC

N THE 6th of January, 1412, Jeanne d’Arc, or, as

we call her, Joan of Arc, was born at Domremy,

a little village on the left bank of the Meuse, on land

belonging to the French crown. Her parents, Jacques

d’Arc and Isabelle Romée, were simple peasants, “of

good life and reputation,” who brought up their

children to work hard, fear God and honour the

saints. Besides Joan, they had four children — three

sons, Jacques, Jean and Pierre, and a daughter,
Catherine.

Joan’s native valley was fair and fertile. The low hills
that bounded it were covered with thick forests, and the
rich meadows along the Meuse were gay with flowers,
which gave to the chief town in the district its name of
Vaucouleurs, Vallis colorum. Domremy, built on a
slope, touched upon those flowery meadows, but over
the hill behind it spread an ancient oakwood, the Bois
Chesnu of legend and prophecy. Between the forest and
the village rose solitary a great beech, ‘“beautiful as a
lily,” about which the country people told a thousand
tales. They called it the “Fairies’ Tree,” the “Tree of
the Ladies,” the “Beautiful May.” In old times the
fairies had danced round it, and under its shadow a noble
knight had formerly dared to meet and talk with an
elfin lady.

But now, in Joan’s time, the presence of the fairies was

57
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less certain, for the priest of Domremy came once a year
to say mass under the tree, and exorcise it and a spring
that bubbled up close by. On festival days the young
villagers hung it with garlands, danced and played round
it, and rested under its boughs to eat certain cakes which
their mothers had made for them. During her child-
hood, Joan brought her cakes and garlands like the rest,
danced with them, and sang more than she danced; but
as she grew older, she would steal away and carry her
flowers to the neighbouring chapel of Our Lady of Dom-
remy. :

Her early years were, considering the times, quiet and
peaceful. With the war raging between English and
French and their allies, to its west and north, Domremy
had comparatively little to do. News of English suc-
cesses, of French defeats, and the sorrows of the French
King, were brought by fugitives from the war, by travel-
ling monks, and other wanderers. Joan helped to re-
ceive those wayfarers, waited on them, gave up her own
bed to them sometimes; and what they told of the woes
of France she heard with intense sympathy, and pon-
dered in her heart.

Her bringing up fitted her for the tender fulfilling of
all womanly duties. Unlike most girls of her class, she
had few outdoor tasks, but spent most of her time at
her mother’s side, doing the work of the house, learning
to sew and spin, to repeat the Belief, and the legends of
the saints. Her work done, her dearest pleasure was to
go to the village church, which was close to her father’s
cottage, and there kneel in prayer, gaze on the pictured
angels, or listen to the bells calling the faithful to wor-
ship: she had always a peculiar delight in the sound of
church bells. She fasted regularly, and went often to
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confession; so often, that her young companions were
inclined to jest at her devotion, and even her chosen
friends, Haumette and Mengette, half-scolded her for
being over-religious. But her faith bore sound fruit.
The little money she got she gave in alms. She nursed
the sick, she was gentle to the young and weak, obedient
to her parents, kind to all. ‘““There was no one like her
in the village,” said her priest. “She was a good girl,”
testified an old peasant, “such a daughter as I would
gladly have had.” A good girl, indeed: they were pure
and helpful hands that for a while held the fate of
France. :

There was a prophecy current during that unhappy
time — an old prophecy of Merlin — which the suffer-
ing people had taken and applied to their own day and
their own need. “The kingdom, lost by a woman, was
to be saved by a woman.” The woman who had lost it
was Isabeau, of Bavaria, the wicked queen, the false
wife of Charles VI, the unnatural mother. Who was
she that should save it? In the east of France it was
said that the deliverer would be a maid from the marshes
of Lorraine.

Joan knew the ancient prophecy, and in ner young
mind it became blended with legends of the saints, with
stories of Bible heroines, with her own ardent faith and
high aspirations. She loved more and more to be alone.
Night and day the wonderful child brooded on the sor-
rows of France. She sent out her vague hopes and
yearnings in tears and prayers, and passionate thoughts
that were prayers, and they all came back to her with
form and sound, in the visions and voices that were
henceforth to be the rulers of her life.

They came first when she was thirteen years old. On
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a summer’s day, at noon, she was in her father’s garden,
when suddenly by the church there appeared a great
light, and out of the light a voice spoke to her, “Joan,
be a good child; go often to church.” She was fright-
ened then, but both voice and brightness came again
and again, and grew dear and familiar. Noble shapes
appeared in the glory. St. Michael showed himself to
her; St. Catherine and St. Margaret bent over her their
radiant heads, bidding her ‘“be good; trust in God.”
They told her of “the sorrow there was in the kingdom
of France,” and warned her that one day it would be her
mission to go and carry help to the King.

While to outward eyes she lived as usual, she had a
life apart, given to God and her saints. She vowed her
virginity to Heaven, but of her vow and the visions that
had led her to it she told no one, not even the priest. Her
meditations, her prayers and unearthly friendships,
made of her no sickly dreamér nor hot brained fanatic.
She grew up strong, tall and handsome, with a healthy
mind in her healthy body.

Meanwhile the dangers of France darkened and
thickened. The war was pushing southward; the Eng-
lish leader, Salisbury, was on his way to Orleans; the
French King, Charles, poor, indolent, ill-advised, was
deliberating whether he should retreat into Dauphing,
or Spain, or Scotland.

Joan’s voices grew more frequent and more ur-
gent. Their word now was always, “Go— go into
France!” At last they had told her the way: “Go
to Vaucouleurs, to Robert de Baudricourt, the gov-
ernor; he will give you men-at-arms, and send you to -
the King.”

It was now that Joan’s trial began. While her
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beautiful visitors had spoken vaguely of some ““deliver-
ance” she was to bring about in the future, she had
listened with trembling joy. But now they had plainly
shown her the distasteful first step, and for a moment
she shrank from taking it. How could a peasant brave
the governor of Vaucouleurs? How was a modest girl
to venture among rude men-at-arms? How could a
dutiful child leave her parents and her home?

“Alas!” she pleaded, “I am a poor girl; I know
neither how to ride nor how to fight.” She had a short,
hard struggle with her own weakness, but the voices did
not alter, and she set herself to do their bidding.

Her uncle, Durant Laxart, with whom she evidently
was a favourite, lived at a village near Vaucouleurs, and
in May, 1428, she went to his house for a visit. After a
few days she confided to him something of her plans,
reminding him of the old prophecy of Merlin, but never
speaking of her visions. With much difficulty she pre-
vailed on him to help her. He went with her to Vau-
couleurs, and before the governor, to whom she made
known her errand.

“Send and tell the Dauphin,” she said, “to wait and
not offer battle to his enemies, because God will give
him help before mid-Lent. The kingdom belongs not
to the Dauphin, but to my Lord; but my Lord wills that
the Dauphin shall be king, and hold it in trust. In
spite of his enemies he shall be king, and I myself shall
lead him to be crowned.” )

“And who is vour Lord?”’” demanded Baudricourt.
She answered, “The King of Heaven.”

The governor, a rough and practical soldier, laughed at
the young peasant in her coarse red dress, and bade her
uncle chastise her well, and take her home to her father.
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Shereturned to Domremy with her heart more than ever’
fixed on the work she had before her. Now and again
she let fall words that revealed enough to make her
parents anxious and fearful. Her father dreamed that
she had gone away with the soldiers. “If I thought
such a thing could happen,” he said to her brothers, “I
would bid you drown her, and if you refused, I would
drown her myself.” But she was of a marriageable
age; why should she not marry, stay at home, and bring
up children, like other women? A lover came forward,
a bold one, who, when she rejected him, summoned her
before the court at Toul, declaring that she had promised
to be his wife. But she went before the judges, spoke
out bravely, and defeated her persevering suitor.

As the months passed, her longing increased to be
gone and do her voices’ bidding. Once more she
obtained her uncle’s help. His wife was ill, and he
came to Domremy and got leave for Joan to go back
with him and nurse her. She went, keeping secret the
real end of her journey. “If I had had a hundred
fathers and a hundred mothers,” she said later, “and
if I had been a king’s daughter, I should have gone.”
She took leave of her companion Mengette, but to
Haumette, her dearer friend, she would not trust her-
self to say farewell. Her uncle took her to Vaucou-
leurs, and gave her in charge of a wheelwright’s wife,
Catherine Royer, with whom she lived for some weeks.
She went constantly to church, she helped her hostess in
the house, and was gentle and obedient. At the same
time, she spoke frankly of her mission to any who chose
to hear.

She again went to the governor, who received her no
better than before. But she was not cast down.



Joan of Arc 63

“I must go to the Dauphin,” she said, “though I
should go on my knees.”

Many people went to see her, among others a brave
gentleman of Metz, Jean de Novelonpont.

““What are you doing here, my child?”’ he asked her,
jestingly. ““Shall the King be driven out of France, and
must we all turn English?”

“I am come to this royal city,” she answered, ‘“to bid
Robert de Baudricourt take or send me to the King,
but he does not heed my words; and yet before mid-
Lent I must be before the King, though I should wear
away my legs to the knees. For no one else in the
world, neither kings, nor dukes, can recover the king-
dom of France, and there is no help but in me. And,
indeed, I would rather spin with my poor mother, for
this is not my calling; but I must go and do it, for it is
my Lord’s will.”

Like Baudricourt, the knight asked her:

“Who is your lord?”

And she answered, “He is God.”

But, unlike Baudricourt, he was touched by her
words. In the old feudal fashion, he laid his hands
within hers and vowed that, by God’s help, he would
take her to the King. Another worthy gentleman,
Bertrand de Poulengy, gave a like promise.

Baudricourt was now forced to listen to Joan. The
people of Vaucouleurs believed in her with the ready
faith of that time, and she had at least two of his own
class to take her part. But those voices of hers, were
they of God or of the Devil? Was she witch or saint?
The governor, like many another good soldier, had
some weakness of superstition. He went to see her,
taking with him a priest, who began to exorcise her,
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bidding her avaunt if she were of the Evil One. Joan
approached the priest and knelt before him, honouring
not him, but his office; for, as she said afterwards, he
had not done well; he should have known that no evil
spirit spoke by her.

While she was waiting Baudricourt’s pleasure, the
Duke of Lorraine, who was ill at Nancy, heard of her,
and, hoping for the revelation of some cure, desired to
see her. He sent her a safe-conduct, and she went to
Nancy under care of her uncle. But she knew only
what her voices taught, and she had no power to cure
any ills but those of France. This she told the Duke,
promifing him her prayers, and begging him to aid in
her enterprise. He sent her back honourably, but did
not pledge himself to the royal cause.

The people of Vaucouleurs came forward to help
Joan. They gave her a horse, and the dress and equip-
ment of a soldier; for as she was to travel with men, she
wisely chose to wear man’s ‘attire. Baudricourt still
doubted and delayed. The people she was sojourning
with pitied her anxiety. On the day of the battle of
Rouvray she went to the governor.

“In God’s name,” she said, ‘“you are too slow about
sending me. To-day the Dauphin has suffered great
loss near Orleans, and he is in danger of yet greater if
you do not send me to him soon.”

At last he yielded to her urgency. He gave her a
sword and a letter to the King, and let her prepare to
depart. Bertrand de Poulengy, Jean de Novelonpont,
and four armed men of lesser rank were to accompany
her. She did not see her parents to bid them farewell,
but she sent them a letter, entreating them to pardon
her. She spoke cheerily to those who were afraid for



Joan of Arc 65

her safety. God and “her brothers of Paradise” would
guard her and her little escort on their dangerous
journey.

On February 23, 1429, they set out, Baudricourt
bidding her “ Go, come of it what may.”

Her most timid well-wisher could hardly have exag-
gerated the perils of the journey. More than half of it
was through the enemy’s country, where there was con-
tinual risk of being stopped and questioned. The
rivers, swollen by the winter rains, were unfordable;
therefore the travellers had to cross over bridges in full
sight of fortified towns.

On the eleventh day of their journey the Maid and
her party reached St. Catherine-de Fierbois, near Chinon,
where they rested, and Joan heard three masses. She
sent a letter to Charles requesting an audience, and tell-
ing him she had come a hundred and fifty leagues to
help him.

An interview with Charles was no such simple affair
as she had fancied. Between her and him were doubts,
jealousies, intrigues. But her friends prevailed, and
after two days’ waiting she was admitted to the castle.
As she was passing through the gate, a man-at-arms
called out,

“What, is that the Maid?”’ and added a coarse jest
and an oath.

Joan turned and looked gravely at him. :

¢ Alas!” she said, “you blaspheme God, and you are
so near your death!” Within an hour the man was
drowned by accident, and those words of hers were
repeated far and wide as a proof of her prophetic power.

The Count of Vend6éme led her into the royal presence.
She entered meekly, but undismayed; in her visions she
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had seen finer company than any earthly court could
show her. Charles stood among the crowd of nobles,
and when she knelt before him he pointed to a richly-
dressed lord, saying:

“That is the King, not 1.”

But she knew the King, probably from descriptions
she had heard of him, and answered:

“In God’s name, gracious Prince, you are he, and
none other.” She then repeated to him the words which,
like a charm, had brought her so far and overcome so
much; “I am Joan the Maid, sent by God to save
France,” and she asked him for troops, that she might
go and raise the siege of Orleans.

Presently the Duke of Alengon came in, and the King
having told her who he was, she bade him welcome.

“The more there are of the blood-royal of France,”
she said, “the better it will be.” :

Alengon, who had lately returned from a three years’
captivity in England, and was still paying a ruinous
ransom, sympathised with the girl-champion, and was
inclined to believe in her.

The King and his advisers went cautiously to work.

They sent two monks to Domremy to inquire into
Joan’s character and past life. They called her now and
again to Court, where statesmen and churchmen ques-
tioned her closely. Meanwhile, she was honourably
treated. She was given to the charge of Bellier, the
King’s licutenant, whose wife was a lady of virtue and
piety, and many distinguished persons visited her at the
castle where she was lodged. One day she rode with

" the lance before the King, and acquitted herself so well
that the Duke of Alengon rewarded her with the gift
of a beautiful horse. Could she have at all forgotten



Joan of Arc 67

her mission, the time would bave passed pleasantly;
as it was, she wearied for action. ’

At last she sought the King, and said to him:

“Gracious Dauphin” — until Charles was anointed
at Reims with the sacred oil, he was no real king in her
eyes — “Gracious Dauphin, why will you not believe
me? I tell you, God has pity on you, your kingdom
and people.”

To satisfy all doubts about Joan, it was settled that
she should be taken to Poitiers, where the Parliament
was assembled, and be there questioned by a royal
commission.

“In God’s name, let us go,” she said; “I shall have
hard work, but my Lord will help me.”

She was lodged in the house of the advocate-general
to the Parliament, and committed to his wife’s care.
The Archbishop of Reims called together churchmen
and learned doctors. The Commissioners met, and,
having called Joan, showed her “by good and fair argu-
ments” that she was unworthy of belief. They reasoned
with her for more than two hours, and she answered
them so well that they were amazed. In spite of their
expressed distrust, she spoke to them freely and fully,
told how her voices had bidden ker'go into France, how
she had wept at their command and yet obeyed it, how she
had come safely, because she was doing the will of God.

““You require an army,” said one, “saying it is God’s
will that the English shall quit France. If that be so,
there is no need for men-at-arms, because God can drive
them away by His pleasure.” .

“The men-at-arms shall fight,”” she answered, “and
God shall give the victory”; and the monk confessed
that she had answered well.
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When the examination had dragged on for three weeks, *
two of the doctors came one day to question her, bring-
ing with them the King’s equerry, whom she had known
at Chinon, She clapped him, comrade-like, on the
shoulder, exclaiming: ’

“Would that I had many more men of as good will as
you!” Then turning to the doctors, she said, “I believe
you are come to catechise me. Listen! —I know neither
A nor B, but there is more in God’s books than in yours.
He has sent me to save Orleans and crown the King.”

She demanded paper and ink. ‘Write what I tell
you!” she said, and dictated to the amazed scholars the
famous letter which soon after was sent to the English.

The grave and stern commissioners were won by the
young peasant. None of them bore her any grudge for
the occasional sharpness of her replies. Many of them
believed firmly that she was inspired, and quoted the
old prophecy of Merlin, who had foretold the coming
of a maid who should deliver France. All of them
trusted in her good faith, and appreciated more or less
the influence she would have over the people. They
advised, almost commanded, Charles to employ her.
Her life, they said, has been carefully inquired into; for
six weeks she has been kept near the King; persons of
all ranks, men and women, have seen and talked with
her, and have found in her only ‘“goodness, humility,
chastity, devotion, seemliness and simplicity.” She
has promised to show her sign beforé¢ Orleans: let the
King send her there, for to reject her would be to reject
the Holy Spirit.

Besides her learned judges, she had others, whom
had she been an impostor, she would have found hard
to deceive. Keen women’s eyes had been set to watch
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her, and had seen no fault in her. The ladies who came
to see the warrior-damsel were amazed to find her a
mere girl, “very simple, and speaking little.” Her
goodness and innocence moved them to tears. She
prayed them to pardon her for the man’s attire she wore;
but in that lawless day the most modest women must
have well understood that such a dress was fittest and
safest for her who had to live among men.

Towards the end of April she was sent to Tours,
where a military staff was appointed her. Her brothers,
Jean and Pierre, who had followed her, were included
in her retinue. A suit of beautiful armour was made
for her. She was provided with a banner after her own
device — white, embroidered with lilies: on one side of
it, a picture of God enthroned on clouds and holding a
globe in His hand; on the other, the shield of France,
supported by two angels. She had also a pennon,
whereon was represented the Annunciation. The King
would have given her a sword, but her voices, she said,
had told her of the only one she might use, an ancient
weapon with five crosses on its blade, which was lying
buried behind the altar in the church of St. Catherine de
Fierbois. A messenger was sent, and in the place she
had told of was found an old rusty sword such as she had
described. After being polished, it was brought to her
with two rich scabbards, one of crimson velvet, the other
of cloth-of-gold; but the practical Maid got herself yet
another of strong leather for daily wear.

Joan, being accepted, the National party made rapid
preparations for the relief of Orleans.

Her first care was that the army given her by God
should be worthy of His favour. For the priests at-
tached to it, she had a banner made with a picture of
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the Crucifixion, beneath which they said mass and sang
- hymns to the Virgin morning and evening.

On Thursday, April 28th, the relieving army set out
from Blois, the priests going before and singing the
Veni Creator round their banner of the Cross. Joan
wished to march along the north bank of the Loire, and
through the line of English forts; her voices, she said,
had told her that the convoy would pass them without
hurt. But the captains, who had little faith in her
revelations, preferred keeping the river between them-
selves and the chief bastiles of the enemy. They had
orders, however, to obey the Maid, so, to avoid contra-
dicting her, they misled her as to the position of Orleans;
crossing the bridge at Blois, they advanced by the south
bank of the stream. When night came, the army en-
camped on the plain, and Joan, who lay down in her
armour, arose bruised and weary for the next day’s march.
But all her fatigue was forgotten when she saw how
she had been deceived.

Dunois, with a following of knights and citizens,
came up the river to welcome the convoy. When he
approached Joan, she asked him:

‘““Are you the bastard of Orleans?”

“Yes,” he replied, “and I am glad of your coming.”

‘““And did you advise that I should be brought by this
side of the river, and not straight to the English?”

He answered that it was so, he and the council hav-
ing judged it safest.

“In God’s name,” she said, “my Lord’s counsel is
safer and wiser than yours. You thought to deceive me,
but you have deceived yourselves, for I bring you the
best help that ever knight or city had; for it is God’s
help, not sent for love of me, but by God’s pleasure.”
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At eight that evening she entered Orleans, riding a
white horse, her standard carried before her. The
people thronged to meet her, wild with joy, “as if she
had been an angel of God.” They felt comforted and,
as it were, dis-besieged by the divine virtue there was
said to be in that simple Maid.” They crowded so upon
her, that one of their torches set fire to the border of her
standard, and when she bent forward and crushed out
the flame, the little brave action seemed a miracle to
the excited multitude. After returning thanks to God
in the cathedral, she rode to the house of Jacques
Boucher, treasurer to the Duke of Orleans, and was
hospitably received by his wife and his young daughter
Charlotte, whom she took to share her chamber during
her stay in the city.

The next Sunday, May 1st, Dunois went to fetch the
army from Blois. The Maid rode with him a little way,
and he and his following passed unmolested by the
English forts. The days of his absence were spent by
Joan in making friends with the citizens, in attending
mass and riding out to reconnoitre the enemy’s siege-
works. The enthusiastic people followed her every-
where, fearing nothing so long as they were near her.
On Tuesday some reinforcements arrived, and news
came that the army was on its way.

This time they took the northern side of the river, and
on May 4th Joan went a league out of the city to meet
them. The whole army passed the line of forts and en-
tered Orleans. The besiegers made no sign, and it is
not wonderful that the English soldiers, seeing that
strange apathy of their leaders, believed Joan to be a
witch, whose arts it would be useless to resist. -

The same day, towards evening she lay down to rest,
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but suddenly she started up and called her squire, saying,
“My counsel tells me to go against the English.” While
he was arming her, she heard voices in the street shouting
that the French were suffering loss. She rushed out,
and meeting her page on the way:

““Ah, graceless boy!” she exclaimed, ““you never told
me the blood of France was being spilt.”

Her hostess finished arming her, then she sprang
upon her horse, took her standard which the page
handed her out of a window, and galloped to the eastern
gate, her horse’s hoofs striking sparks as she passed.

For the first time she now saw real war, and her cour-
age did not fail. Standing at the edge of the fosse, she
urged her men on to the assault. This first success,
moderate in itself, was of immense value to the National
party, for it restored to the French that faith in them-
selves of which the long series of their defeats had
almost deprived them. And their reverse had as great
an effect upon the English. Their failure appeared to
them out of the natural course of events, a wicked
miracle, a thing brought about by sorcery. The brave
yeomen of Henry V were learning to fear.

On Friday, May 6th, Joan and about 3,000 men
crossed to an island, in the Loire, passed from it to the
shore by an extempore bridge of two boats, and planted
her standard before the rampart of the Augustins. But
her troops had not all crossed from Orleans, and those
who were with her, seeing that the English were coming
to reinforce their fellows, were seized with fear, and
hurried back to the boats. The garrison rushed out
and pursued the fugitives with jeers and insults. The
defeat of the French appeared certain, but Joan, who
had been trying to cover the retreat, faced round, and
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with a small brave company charged the pursuers. The
panic was on their side now. They saw the Witch of
France riding down upon them, her charmed standard
flying, her eyes flashing with terrible wrath, and they
turned and fled before her. Once more she planted her
flag before the rampart, and this time she was well sup-
ported. The bastile was taken after an obstinate de-
fence, and to prevent riot and pillage she ordered it to
be set on fire. .

She would gladly have stayed with her soldiers who
were left that night to be ready for the next day’s assault,
but the chiefs, seeing that she was very weary, persuaded
her to return with them into Orleans. They had an-
other reason for parting her from the troops. While
she was resting they held a council, and agreed not to
renew the attack on the morrow, but recall the troops
into the city, which was now well victualled, and there
await reinforcements. A knight was sent to tell her
of their over-cautious decision:

“God had already done much to help them; now they
would wait.” Wait! — how Joan must have hated that
word! “You have been in your council,” she said,
“and I have been in mine. Be sure that God’s counsel
will hold good and come to pass, and that all other
counsel shall perish.”

Then she turned to Pasquerel, who was standing near.

“Rise early to-morrow,” she said, “and keep near
me all day, for I shall have much to do, and blood shall
flow above my breast.”

She rose at dawn, and after hearing mass, started
for the assault. Her host urged her to take food
before going; a shad was being got ready, he told
her.
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“Keep it till evening,” she said, gaily,” “I will come
back over the bridge.”

If the French fought for the deliverance of Orleans
and the kingdom, the English were defending their an-
cient glory and their own lives; the fort once taken,
there would be small chance of escape for any of its gar-
rison. Under cannon-fire and through flights of
arrows, the assailants leaped into the fosse and swarmed
up the escarpment, ‘“as if they believed themselves
immortal.”

The English met them at the top; again and again
they were driven back, again and again the Maid
cheered them on, crying:

“Fear not! — the place is yours!”

At last, as if to force victory, she sprang into the
fosse, and was setting a scaling-ladder against the wall
when an arrow pierced her between the neck and
shoulder. She was carried to a place of shelter, weep-
ing for pain and fright; but her strong courage soon
reasserted itself; she drew out the arrow with her own
hand, and had the wound dressed with oil, forbidding
the men-at-arms to “charm” it, as they in their super-
stitious kindncss wanted to do. She then confessed her-
self, and so, hastened back to the rampart.

There was no success yet for the French, and the
captains came to Joan, telling her they intended to
retire and suspend the attack until next day. She be-
sought them to persevere. She tried to break their
resolve with brave words. She went to Dunois with
prayers and promises.

“In God’s name, you shall enter shortly. Doubt not,
and the English shall have no more power over you!”

Her entreaties prevailed. Then she ordered the men
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to rest a while, eat and drink, and when they had done
80, bade them renew the attack “in God’s name.”

She mounted her horse again and rode to a vineyard
a little way off, where, out of the turmoil of battle, she
prayed a few minutes. On her return she stationed
herself near the rampart, holding her standard.

“Watch until my banner touches the fort,”, she said
to a gentleman who stood near. Presently the wind:
caught it and blew it against the wall.

It touches, Joan, it touches!” exclaimed the gentle-
man.

She cried to the troops:

“Go in now, all is yours!”

By evening Joan reéntered Orleans, where she and
her men were received with great joy, all the bells of
the city ringing out the news of victory. The Maid’s
wound was dressed carefully, and after her usual supper
of bread with a little wine and water, she lay down to
sleep.

Very early next morning, those watching in Orleans
saw the English quit their bastiles and set themselves
before the walls in order of battle. The alarm was
given, and the French, led by Joan, came out of the city
and ranged themselves in front of their enemies. While
the armies stood face to face, as it were waiting for a
signal to begin to fight, Joan had a camp-altar brought,
and the priests said mass. Then she asked:

“Are the faces of the English towards us, or their
backs?”

She was told that they were retreating, and at that
moment flames shot up from some of their forts which
they had set on fire.

“In God’s name,” said Joan, “let them go. My
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Lord does not choose that we shall fight to-day. You
shall have them another time.”

Crowds rushed out from Orleans to destroy the un-
burnt bastiles, and dragged back the stores and cannon
the English had been obliged to leave. But soon the
excitement of victory gave way to the enthusiasm of
thankfulness. A few days ago the city had been sur-
rounded by enemies, threatened with the sword, more
than threatened by famine. But in one marvellous
week God and the Maid had delivered it. Now let her
who had led the people to victory lead them also to give
thanks. They thronged after her. They followed her
from church to church, praising God and the saints,
God and the Maid, before their rescued altars. Night
fell on their rejoicings, and early next morning the Maid
left them, eager to rejoin the King, and render an
account of her success. Her time for rest was not yet.
She had as yet only given the sign promised to the
doctors of Poitiers — only begun the great work she was
sent to do.

Scholars, high in place, great in learning, paid her
their tribute of praise. But the common people were
her most eager admirers and lovers. During her jour-
ney from Orleans to Tours, they crowded about her,
trying to touch her hands, her dress, the trappings of
her horse — even stooping down to kiss the hoof-prints
of her horse on the road.

Charles came to meet her at Tours. When she knelt
before him, he took off his cap, as to a queen, raised her,
and seemed ““as if he gladly would have kissed her, for
the joy he had.” He would have ennobled her at once,
and he desired her to take for her arms the lilies of France,
with a royal crown and a sword drawn to defend it.



Joan of Arc 77

Empty honours and easy lip-gratitude were at her service,
but she, who had only one noble ambition, cared nothing
for them. She wanted but one boon from the King —
ready action. Now was the time to go to Reims, while
the English were weakened and disheartened. Let the
King come — she would conduct him there safely and
without hindrance — but let him come at once, for she
had much to do, and little time wherein to do it.

¢ Make use of me,” she pleaded, ‘for I shall last only
one year.”

Her bold proposal amazed Charles and his council.
Go to Reims, to a city held by the English, through a
country guarded by hostile troops!

The King, half-persuaded, agreed to go, but not until
the English had been driven from the Loire. The
captains declared that it would be unwise to march
northward while the southern provinces remained so
exposed to the enemy, and Joan, whose good sense
equalled her courage, deferred to their judgment. An
army was assembled, and put under command of the
Duke of Alengon, but the King required him to do
nothing without the Maid’s advice. While she was near
Charles, and her brave words were in his ears, he almost
believed in her.

On the gth of June, just a month after her departure
from Orleans, Joan returned there with her army.
During the campaign she made the city her headquarters,
to the delight of its people, who “‘could not have enough
of gazing at her.” On the 11th she led the troops against
Jargeau, a strong town, bravely defended, but the as-
sailants had the advantage of numbers, and, once their
fears were forgotten, went boldly to the attack. Joan
and the Duke, commanders though they were, went
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down into the fosse like the rest, and the Maid was
climbing a scaling-ladder, when a stone hurled from
the rampart struck her to the earth. But she was up
in a moment, shouting:

“Friends, friends, go on! Our Lord has condemned
the English! They are ours! Be of good courage!”
The men swarmed over the walls, and the place was
taken. The more important captives were sent down
the Loire to Orleans, where Joan and Alengon returned
the day after their victory. Soon after, near Patay they
came upon the English, who had been warned of their
approach, and were getting ready for battle. The Duke
asked Joan what was to be done.

““Have you good spurs?” she inquired.

“What!” exclaimed some who stood by; “should we
turn our backs?”

“Not so, in God’s name!” she answered. ‘The
English shall do that. They will be beaten, and you
will want your spurs to pursue them.”

Some of the chiefs hung back.

“In God’s name, we must fight them!” she cried.
“Though they were hung to the clouds, we should have
them. To-day the King shall have the greatest victory
he has won for long. My counsel tells me they are
ours,”

In slain and prisoners the English lost nearly 3,000
men. Joan was very indignant at the cruelty of the vic-
tors. Seeing one of them strike down a wounded prisoner
she sprang from her horse, raised the poor soldier in her
arms, and held him thus while he confessed to a priest
whom she had sent for, tenderly comforting him until
hedied. It wasalwaysso with her. Before and during
the fight she was the stern champion of France; but when
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it was over she became again a pitying woman, weeping
for her dead enemies, and praying for their souls.

Now Joan held her rightful place in the army. Every
true and honest man believed in her; even those who had
doubted her at Orleans confessed now not only her
goodness and courage, but also the instinctive military
skill she had shown both in sieges and in the field.
Soldiers and leaders were alike eager to follow her to
Reims. With nothing to consult and combat but their
frank likes and dislikes, her task would have been
an easy one; but to do her voices’ bidding, she had
to hew or wind her way through the intrigues of a
court.

Charles demurred at going to Reims at all. He
hated trouble, and his life in the south had been pleasant
enough. All Joan's victories had as yet done him no
substantial good. He was as poor as ever, and the
excited men who flocked to the Maid’s bann